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Biographical  Sketch 

of 

ean  Paul  Friedrich  Richter, 

By  THOMAS  CARLYLE. 


Biographical  Sketch. 


ICHTER  -was  born  at  Wonsiedel  in  Bai- 
reuth,  in  the  year  1763 ;  and  as  his 
birthday  fell  on  the  21st  of  March,  it 
was  sometimes  wittily  said  that  he  and 
the  Spring  were  born  together.  He  himself  men- 
tions this,  and  with  a  laudable  intention :  "  This 
epigrammatic  fact,"  says  he,  "  that  I  the  Professor 
and  the  Spring  came  into  the  world  together,  I 
have  indeed  brought  out  a  hundred  times  in  con-* 
versation,  before  now ;  but  I  fire  it  off  here  pur- 
posely, like  a  cannon-salute,  for  the  hundred  and 
first  time,  that  so  by  printing  I  may  ever  hence- 
forth be  unable  to  offer  it  again  as  bonmot-bonbon, 
when,  through  the  Printer's  Devil,  it  has  already 
been  presented  to  all  the  world."  Destiny,  he 
seems  to  think,  made  another  witticism  on  him  ; 
the  word  Richter  being  appellative  as  well  as 
proper,  in  the  German  tongue,  where  it  signifies 
Judge.    His  Christian  name,  Jean  Paul,  which 
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long  passed  for  some  freak  of  his  own,  and  a 
Pseudonyme,  he  seems  to  have  derived  honestly 
enough,  from  his  maternal  grandfather,  Johann 
Paul  Kuhn,  a  substantial  clothmaker,  in  Hof; 
only  translating  the  German  Johann  into  the 
French  Jean.  The  Richters,  for  at  least  two 
generations,  had  been  schoolmasters,  or  very  sub- 
altern churchmen,  distinguished  for  their  poverty 
and  their  piety :  the  grandfather,  it  appears,  is 
still  remembered  in  his  little  circle,  as  a  man  of 
quite  remarkable  innocence  and  holiness.  "  In 
Neustadt,"  says  his  descendant,  "  they  will  show 
you  a  bench  behind  the  organ,  where  he  knelt  on 
Sundays,  and  a  cave  he  had  made  for  himself  in 
what  is  called  the  Little  Culm,  where  he  was  wont 
to  pray."  Holding,  and  laboriously  discharging, 
three  school  or  church  offices,  his  yearly  income 
scarcely  amounted  to  fifteen  pounds  ;  "  and  at  this 
Hunger-fountain,  common  enough  for  Baireuth 
school-people,  the  man  stood  thirty-five  years  long, 
and  cheerfully  drew."  Preferment  had  been  slow 
in  visiting  him :  but  at  length  "  it  came  to  pass," 
says  Paul,  "  just  in  my  birth-year,  that,  on  the  6th 
of  August,  probably  through  special  connections 
with  the  Higher  Poiuers,  he  did  obtain  one  of  the 
most  important  places  ;  in  comparison  with  which, 
truly,  Rectorate,  and  Town,  and  cave  in  the  Culm- 
berg,  were  well  worth  exchanging ;  a  place,  name- 
ly, in  the  Neustadt  Churchyard.*  —  His  good  wife 

*  Gottesacker  (God's-field),  not  Kirchhof,  the  more  common  term, 
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had  been  promoted  thither  twenty  years  before 
him.  My  parents  had  taken  me,  an  infant,  along 
with  them  to  his  death-bed.  He  was  in  the  act  of 
departing,  when  a  clergyman  (as  my  father  has 
often  told  me)  said  to  them :  Now,  let  the  old 
Jacob  lay  his  hand  on  the  child,  and  bless  him.  I 
was  held  into  the  bed  of  death,  and  he  laid  his 
hand  on  my  head.  —  Thou  good  old  grandfather  ! 
Often  have  I  thought  of  thy  hand,  blessing  as  it 
grew  cold,  —  when  Fate  led  me  out  of  dark  hours 
into  clearer,  —  and  already  I  can  believe  in  thy 
blessing,  in  this  material  world,  whose  life,  founda- 
tion, and  essence  is  Spirit !  " 

The  father,  who  at  this  time  occupied  the 
humble  post  of  Tertius  (under  schoolmaster)  and 
Organist  at  Wonsiedel,  was  shortly  afterwards  ap- 
pointed clergyman  in  the  hamlet  of  J odiz ;  and 
thence,  in  the  course  of  years,  transferred  to 
Schwarzenbach  on  the  Saale.  He  too  was  of  a 
truly  devout  disposition,  though  combining  with  it 
more  energy  of  character,  and  apparently  more 
general  talent;  being  noted  in  his  neighborhood 
as  a  bold,  zealous  preacher ;  and  still  partially 
known  to  the  world,  we  believe,  for  some  merito- 
rious compositions  in  Church-music.  In  poverty 
he  cannot  be  said  to  have  altogether  equalled  his 
predecessor,   who  through  life  ate  nothing  but 

and  exactly  corresponding  to  ours,  is  the  word  Richter  uses  here,  — 
and  almost  always  elsewhere,  which  in  his  writings  he  has  often  occa- 
sion to  do. 
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bread  and  beer  ;  yet  poor  enough  he  was ;  and 
no  less  cheerful  than  poor.  The  thriving  burgher's 
daughter  whom  he  took  to  wife  had,  as  we  guess, 
brought  no  money  with  her,  but  only  habits  little 
advantageous  for  a  schoolmaster,  or  parson  ;  at  all 
events,  the  worthy  man,  frugal  as  his  household 
was,  had  continual  difficulties,  and  even  died  in 
debt.  Paul,  who  in  those  days  was  called  Fritz, 
narrates  gayly  how  his  mother  used  to  despatch 
him  to  Hof,  her  native  town,  with  a  provender-bag 
strapped  over  his  shoulders,  under  pretext  of  pur- 
chasing at  a  cheaper  rate  there;  but  in  reality  to 
get  his  groceries  and  dainties  furnished  gratis  by 
his  grandmother.  He  was  wont  to  kiss  his  grand- 
father's hand  behind  the  loom,  and  speak  with 
him ;  while  the  good  old  lady,  parsimonious  to  all 
the  world,  but  lavish  to  her  own,  privily  filled  his 
bag  with  the  good  things  of  this  life,  and  even 
gave  him  almonds  for  himself,  which,  however,  he 
kept  for  a  friend.  One  other  little  trait,  quite  new 
in  ecclesiastical  annals,  we  must  here  communi- 
cate. Paul,  in  summing  up  the  joys  of  existence 
at  Jodiz,  mentions  this  among  the  number :  — 

"In  autumn  evenings  (and  though  the  weather  were 
bad)  the  Father  used  to  go  in  his  night-gown,  with  Paul 
and  Adam,  into  a  potato-field  lying  over  the  Saale.  The 
one  younker  carried  a  mattock,  the  other  a  hand-basket. 
Arrived  on  the  ground,  the  Father  set  to  digging  new 
potatoes,  so  many  as  were  wanted  for  supper;  Paul 
gathered  them  from  the  bed  into  the  basket,  whilst  Adam, 
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clambering  in  the  hazel  thickets,  looked  out  for  the  best 
nuts.  After  a  time,  Adam  hafl  to  come  down  from  his 
boughs  into  the  bed,  and  Paul  in  his  turn  ascended.  And 
thus,  with  potatoes  and  nuts,  they  returned  contentedly 
home ;  and  the  pleasure  of  having  run  abroad,  some  mile 
in  space,  some  hour  in  time,  and  then  of  celebrating  the 
harvest-home  by  candle-light,  when  they  came  back,  — 
let  every  one  paint  to  himself  as  brilliantly  as  the  receiver 
thereof." 

To  such  persons  as  argue  that  the  respectability 
of  the  cloth  depends  on  its  price  at  the  clothier's, 
it  must  appear  surprising  that  a  Protestant  clergy- 
man, who  not  only  was  in  no  case  to  keep  fox- 
hounds, but  even  saw  it  convenient  to  dig  his  own 
potatoes,  should  not  have  fallen  under  universal 
odium,  and  felt  his  usefulness  very  considerably 
diminished.  Nothing  of  tins'*  kind,  however,  be- 
comes visible  in  the  history  of  the  J odiz  Parson : 
we  find  him  a  man  powerful  in  his  vocation ;  loved 
and  venerated  by  his  flock ;  nay,  associating  at 
will,  and  ever  as  an  honored  guest,  with  the  gentry 
of  Voigtland,  not  indeed  in  the  character  of  gen- 
tleman, yet  in  that  of  priest,  which  he  reckoned 
far  higher.  Like  an  old  Lutheran,  says  his  son, 
he  believed  in  the  great,  as  he  did  in  ghosts  ;  but 
without  any  shade  of  fear.  The  truth  is,  the  man 
had  a  cheerful,  pure,  religious  heart ;  was  diligent 
in  business,  and  fervent  in  spirit ;  and,  in  all  the 
relations  of  his  life,  found  this  wellnigh  sufficient 
for  him. 
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To  our  Professor,  as  to  Poets  in  general,  the 
recollections  of  childhood  had  always  something 
of  an  ideal,  almost  celestial  character.  Often,  in 
his  fictions,  he  describes  such  scenes,  with  a  fond 
minuteness  ;  nor  is  poverty  any  deadly,  or  even 
unwelcome,  ingredient  in  them.  On  the  whole,  it 
is  not  by  money,  or  money's  worth,  that  man  lives 
and  has  his  being.  "  Is  not  God's  Universe  within 
our  head,  whether  there  be  a  torn  skull-cap  or  a 
king's  diadem  without?"  Let  no  one  imagine 
that  Paul's  young  years  were  unhappy ;  still  less 
that  he  looks  back  on  them  in  a  lachrymose,  senti- 
mental manner,  with  the  smallest  symptom  either 
of  boasting  or  whining.  Poverty  of  a  far  sterner 
sort  than  this  would  have  been  a  light  matter  to 
him  ;  for  a  kind  mother^  Nature  herself,  had  al- 
ready provided  against  it ;  and,  like  the  mother 
of  Achilles,  rendered  him  invulnerable  to  outward 
things.  There  was  a  bold,  deep,  joyful  spirit  look- 
ing through  those  young  eyes ;  and  to  such  a  spirit 
the  world  has  nothing  poor,  but  all  is  rich,  and 
full  of  loveliness  and  wonder.  That  our  readers 
may  glance  with  us  into  this  foreign  Parsonage,  we 
shall  translate  some  paragraphs  from  Paul's  second 
Lecture,  and  thereby  furnish,  at  the  same  time,  a 
specimen  of  his  professorial  style  and  temper. 

u  To  represent  the  Jodiz  life  of  our  Hans  Paul,  —  for 
by  this  name  we  shall  for  a  time  distinguish  him,  yet  ever 
changing  it  with  others,  —  our  best  course,  I  believe,  will 
be  to  conduct  him  through  a  whole  Idyl-year ;  dividing 


JEAN   PAUL  »KIEDRICH  RICHTER. 


9 


the  normal  year  into  four  seasons,  as  so  many  quarterly 
Idyls ;  four  Idyls  exhaust  his  happiness. 

. "  For  the  rest,  let  no  one  marvel  at  finding  an  Idyl- 
kingdom  and  pastoral  world  in  a  little  hamlet  and  par- 
sonage. In  the  smallest  bed  you  can  raise  a  tulip-tree, 
which  shall  extend  its  flowery  boughs  over  all  the  garden ; 
and  the  life-breath  of  joy  can  be  inhaled  as  well  through 
a  window  as  in  the  open  wood  and  sky.  *  Nay,  is  not 
Man's  Spirit  (with  all  its  infinite  celestial-spaces)  walled 
in  within  a  six-feet  Body,  with  integuments,  and  Mal- 
pighian  mucuses,  and  capillary  tubes ;  and  has  only  five 
strait  world-windows,  of  Senses,  to  open  for  the  bound- 
less, round-eyed,  round-sunned  All ;  —  and  yet  it  discerns 
and  reproduces  an  All ! 

"  Scarcely  do  I  know  with  which  of  the  four  quarterly 
Idyls  to  begin ;  for  each  is  a  little  heavenly  forecourt  to 
the  next :  however,  the  climax  of  joys,  if  we  start  with 
Winter  and  January,  will  perhaps  be  most  apparent.  In 
the  cold,  our  Father  had  commonly,  like  an  Alpine  herds- 
man, come  down  from  the  upper  altitude  of  his  study ; 
and,  to  the  joy  of  the  children,  was  dwelling  on  the  plain 
of  the  general  family-room.  In  the  morning,  he  sat  by  a 
window,  committing  his  Sunday's  sermon  to  memory ; 
and  the  three  sons,  Fritz  (who  I  myself  am),  and  Adam, 
and  Gottlieb  carried,  by  turns,  the  full  coffee-cup  to  him, 
and  still  more  gladly  carried  back  the  empty  one,  because 
the  carrier  was  then  entitled  to  pick  the  unmelted  re- 
mains of  the  sugar-candy  (taken  against  cough)  from  the 
bottom  thereof.  Out  of  doors,  truly,  the  sky  covered  all 
things  with  silence ;  the  brook  with  ice,  the  village  with 
snow :  but  in  our  room  there  was  life  :  under  the  stove  a 
pigeon-establishment ;  on  the  windows,  finch  cages;  on 
1* 
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the  floor  the  invincible  bull  brach,  our  Bonne,  the  night- 
guardian  of  the  court-yard ;  and  a  poodle,  and  the  pretty 
Scharmantel  (Poll),  a  present  from  the  Lady  von  Plotho  ; 
—  and  close  by,  the  kitchen,  with-  two  maids  ;  and  farther 
off,  against  the  other  end  of  the  house,  our  stable,  with 
all  sorts  of  bovine,  swinish,  and  feathered  cattle,  and  their 
noises:  the  threshers,  with  their  flails,  also  at  work  within 
the  court-yard,  I  might  reckon  as  another  item.  In  this 
way,  with  nothing  but  society  on  all  hands,  the  whole 
male  portion  of  the  household  easily  spent  their  forenoon 
in  tasks  of  memory,  not  far  from  the  female  portion,  as 
busily  employed  in  cooking. 

"  Holidays  occur  in  every  occupation  ;  thus  I  too  had 
my  airing  holidays,  —  analogous  to  watering  holidays,  — 
so  that  I  could  travel  out  in  the  snow  of  the  court-yard, 
and  to  the  barn  with  its  threshing.  Nay,  was  there  a 
delicate  embassy  to  be  transacted  in  the  village,  — ■  for 
example,  to  the  schoolmaster,  to  the  tailor,  —  I  was  sure 
to  be  despatched  thither  in  the  middle  of  my  lessons :  and 
thus  I  still  got  forth  into  the  open  air  and  the  cold,  and 
measured  myself  with  the  new  snow.  At  noon,  before 
our  own  dinner,  we  children  might  also,  in  the  kitchen, 
have  the  hungry  satisfaction  to  see  the  threshers  fall  to 
and  consume  their  victuals. 

"The  afternoon,  again,  was  still  more  important,  and 
richer  in  joys.  Winter  shortened  and  sweetened  our 
lessons.  In  the  long  dusk,  our  Father  walked  to  and 
fro ;  and  the  children,  according  to  ability,  trotted  under 
his  night-gown,  holding  by  his  hands.  At  sound  of  the 
Vesper  .bell,  we  placed  ourselves  in  a  circle,  and  in  con- 
cert devotionally  chanted  the  hymn,  Die  finstre  Nacht 
bricht  stark  herein  (The  gloomy  Night   is  gathering 
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round).  Only  in  villages,  not  in  towns,  where  properly 
there  is  more  night  than  day  labor,  have  the  evening 
chimes  a  meaning  and  beauty,  and  are  the  swan-song  of 
the  day :  the  evening-bell  is  as  it  were  the  muffle  of  the 
over-loud  heart,  and,  like  a  ranz  des  vaches  of  the  plains, 
calls  men  from  their  running  and  toiling,  into  the  land  of 
silence  and  dreams.  After  a  pleasant  watching  about  the 
kitchen  door,  for  the  moonrise  of  candle-light,  we  saw 
our  wide  room  at  once  illuminated  and  barricaded;  to 
wit,  the  window-shutters  were  closed  and  bolted;  and 
behind  these  window  bastions  and  breastworks,  the  child 
felt  himself  snugly  nestled,  and  well  secured  against 
Knecht  Ruprecht,  *  who  on  the  outside  could  not  get 
in,  but  only  in  vain  keep  growling  and  humming. 

"  About  this  period  too  it  was  that  we  children  might 
undress,  and  in  long  train-shirts  skip  up  and  down. 
Idyllic  joys  of  various  sorts  alternated:  our  Father 
either  had  his  quarto  Bible,  interleaved  with  blank  folio 
sheets,  before  him,  and  was  marking,  at  each  verse,  the 
book  wherein  he  had  read  anything  concerning  it ;  —  or 
more  commonly  he  had  his  ruled  music-paper ;  and,  un- 
disturbed by  this  racketting  of  children,  was  composing 
whole  concerts  of  church-music,  with  all  their  divisions ; 
constructing  his  internal  melody  without  any  help  of  ex- 
ternal toaes  (as  Reichard  too  advises),  or  rather  in  spite 
of  all  external  mistones.  In  both  cases,  in  the  last  with 
the  more  pleasure,  I  looked  on  as*  he  wrote ;  and  rejoiced 
specially,  when,  by  pauses  of  various  instruments,  whole 
pages  were  at  once  filled  up.  The  children  all  sat  sport- 
ing on  that  long  writing  and  eating  table,  or  even  under 
it  

*  The  Rawhea d  (with  bloody  bones)  of  Germany. 
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"  Then,  at  length,  how  did  the  winter  evening,  once  a 
week,  mount  in  worth,  when  the  old  errand-woman,  coated 
in  snow,  with  her  fruit,  flesh,  and  general  ware  basket, 
entered  the  kitchen  from  Hof ;  and  we  all,  in  this  case, 
had  the  distant  town  in  miniature  before  our  eyes,  nay, 
before  our  noses,  for  there  were  pastry  cakes  in  it ! " 

Thus  in  dull  winter  imprisonment,  among  all 
manner  of  bovine,  swinish,  and  feathered  cattle, 
with  their  noises,  may  Idyllic  joys  be  found,  if 
there  is  an  eye  to  see  them,  and  a  heart  to  taste 
them.  Truly  happiness  is  cheap,-  did  we  apply  to 
the  right  merchant  for  it.  Paul  warns  us  else- 
where not  to  believe,  for  these  Idyls,  that  there 
were  no  sour  days,  no  chidings,  and  the  like,  at 
Jodiz :  yet,  on  the  whole,  he  had  good  reason  to 
rejoice  in  his  parents.  They  loved  him  well ;  his 
Father,  he  says,  would  "  shed  tears "  over  any 
mark  of  quickness  or  talent  in  little  Fritz  :  they 
were  virtuous  also,  and  devout,  which,  after  all,  is 
better  than  being  rich.  "  Ever  and  anon,"  says 
he,  "  I  was  hearing  some  narrative  from  my  Father, 
how  he  and  other  clergymen  had  taken  parts  of 
their  dress  and  given  them  to  the  poor ;  he  related 
these  things  with  joy,  not  as  an  admonition,  but 
merely  as  a  necessary  occurrence  :  0  God  !  I  thank 
Thee  for  my  Father  !  " 

Richter's  education  was  not  of  a  more  sump- 
tuous sort  than  his  board  and  lodging.  Some 
disagreement  with  the  Schoolmaster  at  Jodiz  had 
induced  the  Parson  to  take  his  sons  from  school, 
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and  determine  to  teach  them  himself.  This  deter- 
mination he  executed  faithfully  indeed,  yet  in  the 
most  limited  style  ;  his  method  being  no  Pestaloz- 
zian  one,  but  simply  the  old  scheme  of  task-work 
and  force-work,  operating  on  a  Latin  grammar  and 
a  Latin  vocabulary :  and  the  two  boys  sat  all  day, 
and  all  year,  at  home,  without  other  preceptorial 
nourishment  than  getting  by  heart  long  lists  of 
words.  Fritz  learned  honestly  nevertheless,  and 
in  spite  of  his  brother  Adam's  bad  example.  For 
the  rest,  he  was  totally  destitute  of  books,  except 
such  of  his  Father's  theological  ones  as  he  could 
come  at  by  stealth  :  these,  for  want  of  better,  he 
eagerly  devoured ;  understanding,  as  he  says, 
nothing  whatever  of  their  contents.  With  no 
less  impetuosity,  and  no  less  profit,  he  perused 
the  antiquated  sets  of  Newspapers,  which  a  kind 
patroness,  the  Lady  von  Plotho,  already  mentioned, 
was  in  the  habit  of  furnishing  to  his  Father,  not 
in  separate  sheets,  but  in  sheaves  monthly.  This 
was  the  extent  of  his  reading.  Jodiz,  too,  was  the 
most  sequestered  of  all  hamlets  ;  had  neither  nat- 
ural nor  artificial  beauty ;  no  memorable  thing 
could  be  seen  there  in  a  lifetime.  Nevertheless, 
under  an  immeasurable  Sky  and  in  a  quite  won- 
drous World  it  diet  stand  ;  and  glimpses  into  the 
infinite  spaces  of  the  Universe,  and  even  into  the 
infinite  spaces  of  Man's  Soul,  could  be  had  there 
as  well  as  elsewhere.  Fritz  had  his  own  thoughts, 
in  spite  of  schoolmasters  :  a  little  heavenly  seed 
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of  Knowledge,  nay,  of  Wisdom,  has  been  laid  in 
him,  and  with  no  gardener,  but  Nature  herself,  it 
was  silently  growing.  To  some  of  our  readers, 
the  following  circumstance  may  seem  unparalleled, 
if  not  unintelligible  ;  to  others  nowise  so. 

"In  the  future  Literary  History  of  our  hero,  it  will 
become  doubtful  whether  he  was  not  born  more  for  Phi- 
losophy than  for  Poetry.  In  earliest  times,  the  word 
Weltweisheit  (Philosophy,  World-wisdom),  —  yet  also  an- 
other word,  Morgenland  (East,  Morning -land),  —  was  to 
me  an  open  Heaven's-gate,  through  which  I  looked  in 
over  long,  long  gardens  of  joy.  —  Never  shall  I  forget 
that  inward  occurrence,  till  now  narrated  to  no  mortal, 
wherein  I  witnessed  the  birth  of  my  Self-consciousness, 
of  which  I  can  still  give  the  place  and  time.  One  fore- 
noon, I  was  standing,  a  very  young  child,  in  the  outer 
door,  and  looking  leftward  at  the  stack  of  fuel  wood,  — 
when  all  &t  once  the  internal  vision,  —  I  am  a  Me  (ich 
bin  ein  Ich),  came  like  a  flash  from  heaven  before  me, 
and  in  "-learning  light  ever  afterwards  continued  :  then 
had  my  Me,  for  the  first  time,  seen  itself,  and  for  ever. 
Deceptions  of  memory  are  scarcely  conceivable  here ; 
for,  in  regard  to  an  event  occurring  altogether  in  the 
veiled  Holy-of-Holies  of  man,  and  whose  novelty  alone 
has  given  permanence  to  such  every-day  recollections 
accompanying  it,  no  posterior  description  from  another 
party  would  have  mingled  itself  with  accompanying  cir- 
cumstances at  all." 

It  was  in  his  thirteenth  year  that  the  family 
removed  to  that  better  church-living  at  Sehwar- 
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zcnbach  ;  with  which  change,  so  far  as  school 
education  was  concerned,  prospects  considerably 
brightened  for  Lira.  The  public  Teacher  there  was 
no  deep  scholar  or  thinker,  yet  a  lively,  genial 
man,  and  warmly  interested  in  his  pupils  ;  among 
whom  he  soon  learned  to  distinguish  Fritz,  as  a 
boy  of  altogether  superior  gifts.  What  was  of  still 
more  importance,  Fritz  now  got  access  to  books  ; 
entered  into  a  course  of  highly  miscellaneous,  self- 
selected  reading  ;  and  what  with  Romances,  what 
with  Belles-Lettres  works,  and  Hutchesonian  Phi- 
losophy, and  controversial  Divinity,  saw  an  aston- 
ishing scene  opening  round  him  on  all  hands.  . 
His  Latin  and  Greek  were  now  better  taught ;  he 
even  began  learning  Hebrew.  Two  clergymen  of 
the  neighborhood  took  pleasure  in  his  company, 
young  as  he  was  ;  and  were  of  great  service  now 
and  afterwards  :  it  was  under  their  auspices  that 
he  commenced  composition,  and  also  speculating 
on  Theology,  wherein  be  "  inclined  strongly  to  the 
heterodox  side." 

In  the  "  family  room,"  however,  things  were  not 
nearly  so  flourishing.  The  Professor's  three  Lec- 
tures terminate  before  this  date ;  but  we  gather 
from  his  Notes  that  surly  clouds  hung  over 
Schwarzenbach,  that  "Iiis  evil  days  began  there." 
The  Father  was  engaged  in  more  complex  duties 
than  formerly,  went  often  from  home,  was  encum-. 
bered  with  debt,  and  lost  his  former  cheerfulness 
of  humor.    For  Iiis  sons  he  saw  no  outlet  except 
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the  hereditary  craft  of  School-keeping  ;  and  let  the 
matter  rest  there,  taking  little  further  charge  of 
them.  In  some  three  years,  the  poor  man,  worn 
down  with  manifold  anxieties,  departed  this  life  ; 
leaving  his  pecuniary  affairs,  which  he  had  long 
calculated  on  rectifying  by  the  better  income  of 
Schwarzenbach,  sadly  deranged. 

Meanwhile,  Friedrich  had  been  sent  to  the  Hof 
Gymnasium  (Town-school),  where,  notwithstand- 
ing this  event,  he  continued  some  time,  two  years 
in  all,  apparently  the  most  profitable  period  of  his 
whole  tuition ;  indeed,  the  only  period  when, 
properly  speaking,  he  had  any  tutor  but  himself. 
The  good  old  cloth-making  grandfather  and  grand- 
mother took  charge  of  him,  under  their  roof;  and 
lie  had  a  body  of  teachers,  all  notable  in  their  way. 
Herr  Otto  represents  him  as  a  fine,  trustful,  kindly, 
yet  resolute  youth,  who  went  through  his  perse- 
cutions, preferments,  studies,  friendships,  and 
other  school  destinies,  in  a  highly  creditable  man- 
ner ;  and  demonstrates  this  at  great  length,  by 
various  details  of  facts,  far  too  minute  for  inser- 
tion here.  As  a  trait  of  Paul's  intellectual  habi- 
tudes, it  may  be  mentioned  that,  at  this  time,  he 
scarcely  made  any  progress  in  History  or  Geog- 
raphy, much  as  he  profited  in  all  other  branches ; 
nor  was  the  dull  teacher  entirely  to  blame,  but 
ttlso  the  indisposed  pupil :  indeed,  it  was  not  till 
long  afterwards  that  he  overcame  or  suppressed 
his  contempt  for  those  studies,  and  with  an  effort 
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of  his  own  acquired  some  skill  in  them.*  The  like 
we  have  heard  of  other  Poets  and  Philosophers, 
especially  when  their  teachers  chanced  to  be  pro- 
saists and  unphilosophical.  Richter  boasts  that  he 
was  never  punished  at  school ;  yet  between  him 
and  the  Historico-geographical  Conrector  (Second 
Master)  no  good  understanding  could  subsist. 
On  one  tragi-comical.  occasion,  of  another  sort, 
they  came  into  still  more  decided  collision.  The 
zealous  Conrector,  a  most  solid,  painstaking  man, 
desirous  to  render  his  Gymnasium  as  like  a  Uni- 
versity as  possible,  had  imagined  that  a  series  of 
"  Disputations,"  some  foreshadow  of  those  held  at 
College,  might  be  a  useful,  as  certainly  enough  it 
would  be  an  ornamental  thing.  By  ill  luck,  the 
worthy  President  had  selected  some  church-article 
for  the  theme  of  such  a  Disputation :  one  boy  was 
to  defend,  and  it  fell  to  Paul's  lot  to  impugn  the 
dogma,  a  task  which,  as  hinted  above,  he  was  very 
specially  qualified  to  undertake.  Now,  honest 
Paul  knew  nothing  of  the  limits  of  this  game ; 
never  dreamt  but  he  might  argue  with  his  whole 
strength,  to  whatever  results  it  might  lead.  In 

*  "  All  History,"  thus  he  writes  in  his  thirty-second  year,  "  in  so 
far  as  it  is  an  affair  of  memory,  can  only  be  reckoned  a  sapless,  heart- 
less thistle  for  pedantic  chaffinches  ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  like 
Nature,  it  has  highest  value,  in  as  far  as  we,  by  means  of  it,  as  by 
means  of  Nature,  can  divine  and  read  the  Infinite  Spirit,  who,  with 
Nature  and  History,  as  with  letters,  legibly  writes  to  us.  He  who 
finds  a  God  in  the  physical  world  will  also  find  one  in  the  moral, 
which  is  History.  Nature  forces  on  our  heart  a  Creator  ;  History, 
a  Providence." 
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a  very  few  rounds,  accordingly,  his  antagonist  was 
borne  out  of  the  ring,  as  good  as  lifeless  ;  and  the 
Conrector  himself,  seeing  the  danger,  had,  as  it 
were,  to  descend  from  his  presiding  chair,  and 
clap  the  gauntlets  on  his  own  more  experienced 
hands.  But  Paul,  nothing  daunted,  gave  him  also 
a  Rowland  for  an  Oliver ;  nay,  as  it  became  more 
and  more  manifest  to  all  eyes,  was  fast  reducing 
him  also  to  the  frightfullest  extremity.  The  Con- 
rector's  tongue  threatened  cleaving  to  the  roof  of 
his  mouth  ;  for  his  brain  was  at  a  stand,  or  whirl- 
ing in  eddies,  only,  his  gall  was  in  active  play. 
Nothing  remained  for  him  but  to  close  the  debate 
abruptly  by  a  "  Silence,  Sirrah !  "  and  leave  the 
room,  with  a  face  (like  that  of  the  much  more 
famous  Subrector  Hans  von  Füchslein* )  "  of  a 
mingled  color,  like  red  bole,  green  chalk,  tinsel- 
yellow,  and  vomissement  de  la  reine." 

With  his  studies  in  the  Leipzig  University, 
whither  he  proceeded  in  1781,  begins  a  far  more 
important  era  for  Paul ;  properly,  the  era  of  his 
manhood,  and  first  eiftire  dependence  on  himself. 
In  regard  to  literary  or  scientific  culture,  it  is  not 
clear  that  he  derived  much  furtherance  from  Leip- 
zig ;  much  more,  at  least,  than  the  mere  neighbor- 
hood of  libraries  and  fellow-learners  might  any- 
where else  have  afforded  him.  Certain  professo- 
rial courses  he  did  attend,  and  with  diligence  ; 
but  too  much  in  the  character  of  critic,  as  well  as 


*  See  Quinius  Fixlein,  c.  7. 
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of  pupil :  he  was  in  the  habit  of  "  measuring 
minds  "  with  men  so  much  older  and  more  honor- 
able than  he ;  and  erelong,  his  respect  for  many 
of  them  had  not  a  little  abated.  What  his  original 
plan  of  studies  was,  or  whether  he  had  any  fixed 
plan,  we  do  not  learn  ;  at  Hof,  without  election  or 
rejection  on  his  own  part,  he  had  been  trained 
with  some  view  to  Theology  ;  but  this  and  every 
other  professional  view  soon  faded  away  in  Leipzig, 
owing  to  a  variety  of  causes  ;  and  Richter,  now 
still  more  decidedly  a  self-teacher,  broke  loose 
from  all  corporate  guilds  whatsoever,  and  in  intel- 
lectual culture,  as  in  other  respects,  endeavored  to 
seek  out  a  basis  of  his  own.  He  read  multitudes 
of  books,  and  wrote  down  whole  volumes  of  ex- 
cerpts, and  private  speculations  ;  laboring  in  all 
directions  with  insatiable  eagerness  ;  but  from  the 
University  he  derived  little  guidance,  and  soon 
came  to  expect  little.  Emesti,  the  only  truly  emi- 
nent man  of  the  place,  had  died  shortly  after 
Paul's  arrival  there. 

Nay,  it  was  necessity  as  well  as  choice  that  de- 
tached him  from  professions;  he  had  not  the 
means  to  enter  any.  Quite  another  and  far  more 
pressing  set  of  cares  lay  round  him ;  not  how  he 
could  live  easily  in  future  years,  but  how  he  could 
live  at  all  in  the  present,  was  the  grand  question 
with  him.  Whatever  it  might  be  in  regard  to  in- 
tellectual matters,  certainly,  in  regard  to  moral 
matters,  Leipzig  was  his  true  seminary,  where, 
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with  many  stripes,  Experience  taught  him  the  wis- 
est lessons.  It  was  here  that  he  first  saw  Poverty, 
not  in  the  shape  of  Parsimony,  but  in  the  far 
sterner  one  of  actual  Want ;  and,  unseen  and 
single-handed,  wrestling  with  Fortune  for  life  or 
death,  first  proved  what  a  rugged,  deep-rooted, 
indomitable  strength,  under  such  genial  softness, 
dwelt  in  him  ;  and  from  a  buoyant  cloud-capt 
Youth,  perfected  himself  into  a  clear,  free,  be- 
nignant, and  lofty-minded  Man. 

Meanwhile  the  steps  towards  such  a  consumma- 
tion were  painful  enough.  His  old  Schoolmaster 
at  Schwarzenbach,  himself  a  Leipziger,  had  been 
wont  to  assure  him  that  he  might  live  for  nothing 
in  Leipzig,  so  easily  were  "  free  tables,"  "  stipen- 
dia"  private  teaching,  and  the  like,  to  be  procured 
there,  by  youths  of  merit.  That  Richter  was  of 
this  latter  species,  the  Rector  of  the  Hof  Gymna- 
sium bore  honorable  witness ;  inviting  the  Leipzig 
dignitaries,  in  his  Testimonium,  to  try  the  candi- 
date themselves,  and  even  introducing  him  in  per- 
son (for  the  two  had  travelled  together)  to  various 
influential  men :  but  all  these  things  availed  him 
nothing.  The  Professors  he  found  beleaguered 
by  a  crowd  of  needy  sycophants,  diligenl  in  season 
and  out  of  season,  whose  whole  tactics  were  too 
loathsome  to  him ;  on  all  hands,  he  heard  the  sad 
saying,  Lipsia  vult  expectari,  Leipzig  preferments 
must  be  waited  for.  Now,  waiting  was  of  all 
things  the  most  inconvenient  for  poor  Richter.  In 
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his  pocket  he  had  little ;  friends,  except  one  fellow- 
student,  he  had  none  ;  and  at  home  the  finance 
department  had  fallen  into  a  state  of  total  per- 
plexity, fast  verging  towards  final  ruin.  The 
worthy  old  Cloth-manufacturer  was  now  dead  ;  his 
Wife  soon  followed  him ;  and  the  Widow  Richter, 
her  favorite  daughter,  who  had  removed  to  Hof, 
though  against  the  advice  of  all  friends,  that  she 
might  be  near  her,  now  stood  alone  there,  with  a 
young  family,  and  in  the  most  forlorn  situation. 
She  was  appointed  chief  heir,  indeed ;  but  former 
benefactions  had  left  far  less  to  inherit  than  had 
been  expected ;  nay,  the  other  relatives  contested 
the  whole  arrangement,  and  she  had  to  waste  her 
remaining  substance  in  lawsuits,  scarcely  realizing 
from  it,  in  the  shape  of  borrowed  pittances  and  by 
forced  sales,  enough  to  supply  her  with  daily  bread. 
Nor  was  it  poverty  alone  that  she  had  to  suffer, 
but  contumely  no  less ;  the  Hof  public  openly 
finding  her  guilty  of.  Unthrift,  and,  instead  of  as- 
sistance, repeating  to  her  dispraise,  over  their  cof- 
fee, the  old  proverb,  "  Hard  got,  soon  gone  "  ;  for 
all  which  evils  she  had  no  remedy,  but  loud  com- 
plaining to  Heaven  and  Earth.  The  good  woman, 
with  the  most  honest  dispositions,  seems,  in  fact, 
to  have  had  but  a  small  share  of  wisdom ;  far  too 
small  for  her  present  trying  situation.  Herr  Otto 
says  that  Richter's .portraiture  of  Lenette,  in  the 
Blumen-  Frucht- und  Dornen- Stücke  (Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Thorn  Pieces),  contains  many  features  of  his 
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mother  :  Lenette  is  of  "  an  upright,  but  common 
and  limited  nature";  assiduous,  even  to  excess,  in 
sweeping  and  scouring ;  true-hearted,  religious  in. 
her  way,  yet  full  of  discontents,  suspicion,  and 
headstrong  whims ;  a.  spouse  forever  plagued  and 
plaguing  ;  as  the  brave  Sebastian  Siebenkäs,  that 
true  Diogenes  of  impoverished  Poors'-Advocates, 
often  felt,  to  his  cost,  beside  her.  Widow  Rich- 
ter's  family,  as  well  as  her  fortune,  was  under  bad 
government,  and  sinking  into  lower  and  lower 
degradation  :  Adam,  the  brother,  mentioned  above 
as  Paul's  yoke-fellow  in  Latin  and  potato-digging, 
had  now  fallen  away  even  from  the  humble  pre- 
tension of  being  a  Schoolmaster,  or,  indeed,  of 
being  anything  ;  for,  after  various  acts  of  vagrancy, 
he  had  enlisted  in  a  marching  regiment ;  with 
which,  or  in  other  devious  courses,  he  marched 
on,  and  only  the  grand  billet-master,  Death,  found 
him  fixed  quarters.  The  Richter  establishment 
had  parted  from  its  old  moorings,  and  was  now, 
with  wind  and  tide,  fast  drifting  towards  fatal 
whirlpools. 

In  this  state  of  matters,  the  scarcity  of  Leipzig 
could  nowise  be  supplied  from  the  fulness  of  Hof ; 
but  rather  the  two  households  stood  like  concave 
mirrors  reflecting  one  another's  keen  Hunger  into 
a  still  keener  for  both.  What  outlook  was  there 
for  the  poor  Philosopher  of  nineteen  ?  Even  his 
meagre  "  bread  and  milk "  could  not  be  had  for 
nothing  ;  it  became  a  serious  consideration  for  him 
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that  the  shoemaker,  who  was  to  sole  his  boots, 
"  did  not  trust."  Far  from  affording  him  any  suf- 
ficient moneys,  his  straitened  mother  would  will- 
ingly have  made  him  borrow  for  her  own  wants ; 
and  was  incessantly  persuading  him  to  get  places 
for  his  brothers.  Richter  felt,  too,  that  except 
himself,  desolate,  helpless  as  he  was,  those  broth- 
ers, that  old  mother,  had  no  stay  on  earth.  There 
are  men  with  whom  it  is  as. with  Schiller's  Fried- 
land  :  "  Night  must  it  be  ere  Friedland's  star  will 
beam."  On  «this  forsaken  youth  Fortune  seemed 
to  have  let  loose  her  bandogs,  and  hungry  Ruin 
had  him  in  the  wind ;  without  was  no  help,  no 
counsel :  but  there  lay  a  giant  force  within  ;  and 
so,  from  the  depths  of  that  sorrow  and  abasement, 
his  better  soul  rose  purified  and  invincible,  like 
Hercules  from  his  long  Labors.  A  high,  cheerful 
Stoicism  grew  up  in  the  man.  Poverty,  Pain,  and 
all  Evil  he  learned  to  regard',  not  as  what  they 
seemed,  but  as  what  they  were ;  he  learned  to 
despise  them,  nay,  in  kind  mockery  to  sport  with 
them,  as  with  bright-spotted  wild  beasts  which  he 
had  tamed  and  harnessed.  u  What  is  Poverty  ?  " 
said  he  ;  "  who  is  the  man  that  whines  under  it  ? 
The  pain  is  but  as  that  of  piercing  the  ears  is  to 
a  maiden,  and  you  hang  jewels  in  the  wound." 
Dark  thoughts  he  had,  but  they  settled  into  no 
abiding  gloom  :  "  sometimes,"  says  Otto,  "  he 
would  wave  his  finger  across  his  brow,  as  if 
driving  back  some  hostile  series  of  ideas  "  ;  and 
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further  complaint  he  did  not  utter.*  During 
this  sad  period,  he  wrote  out  for  himself  a  little 
manual  of  practical  philosophy,  naming  it  At*- 
dachtsbuch  (Book  of  Devotion),  which  contains 
such  maxims  as  these  :  — 

"  Every  unpleasant  feeling  is  a  sign  that  I  have  be- 
come untrue  to  my  resolutions.  —  Epictetus  was  not  un- 
happy. — 

"  Not  chance,  but  1,  am  to  blame  for  my  sufferings. 

"  It  were  an  impossible  miracle  if  none  befell  thee : 
look  for  their  coming,  therefore ;  each  day  make  thyself 
sure  of  many. 

"  Say  not,  were  my  sorrows  other  than  these,  I  should 
bear  them  better. 

"  Think  of  the  hosts  of  Worlds,  and  of  the  plagues  on 
this  World-mote.  —  Death  puts  an  end  to  the  whole.  — 

"  For  virtue's  sake  I  am  here :  but  if  a  man,  for  his 
task,  forgets  and  sacrifices  all,  why  shouldst  not  thou  ?  — 

"  Expect  injuries,  for  men  are  weak,  and  thou  thyself 
doest  such  too  often. 

"  Mollify  thy  heart  by  painting  out  the  sufferings  of  thy 
enemy ;  think  of  him  as  of  9ne  spiritually  sick,  who  de- 
serves sympathy.  — 

"  Most  men  judge  so  badly ;  why  wouldst  thou  be 
praised  by  a  child  ?  —  No  one  would  respect  thee  in  a 
beggar's  coat :  what  is  a  respect  that  is  paid  to  woollen 
cloth,  not  to  thee  ?  " 

*  In  bodily  pain,  he  was  wont  to  show  the  like  endurance  and  in- 
difference. At  one  period  of  his  life  he  had  violent  headaches,  which 
forced  him,  for  the  sake  of  a  slight  alleviation,  to  keep  his  head  per- 
fectly erect;  you  might  see  him  talking  with  a  calm  face,  and  all  his 
old  gayety,  and  only  know  by  this  posture  that  he  was  suffering. 
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These  are  wise  maxims  for  so  young  a  man  ;  but 
what  was  wiser  still,  he  did  not  rest  satisfied  with 
mere  maxims,  which,  how  true  soever,  are  only  a 
dead  letter  till  Action  first  gives  them  life  and 
worth.  Besides  devout  prayer  to  the  gods,  he  set 
his  own  shoulder  to  the  wheel.  "  Evil,"  says  he, 
"  is  like  a  nightmare  ;  the  instant  you  begin  to 
strive  with  it,  to  bestir  yourself,  it  has  already  end- 
ed." Without  further  parleying,  there  as  he  stood 
Richter  grappled  with  his  Fate,  and  resolutely 
determined  on  self-help.  His  means,  it  is  true, 
were  of  the  most  unpromising  sort,  yet  the  only 
means  he  had  :  the  writing  of  Books  !  He  forth- 
with commenced  writing  them.  The  Grönländ- 
ische Prozesse  (Greenland  Lawsuits),  a  collec- 
tion of  satirical  sketches,  full  of  wild,  gay  wit,  and 
keen  insight,  was  composed  in  that  base  environ- 
ment of  his,  with  unpaid  milk-scores  and  unsoled 
boots  ;  and  even  still  survives,  though  the  Author, 
besides  all  other  disadvantages,  was  then  only  in 
his  nineteenth  year.  But  the  heaviest  part  of  the 
business  yet  remained ;  that  of  finding  a  pur- 
chaser and  publisher.  Richter  tried  all  Leipzig 
with  his  manuscript,  in  vain  ;  to  a  man,  with  that 
total  contempt  of  Grammar  which  Jedediah  Cleish- 
botham  also  complains  of,  they  "  declined  the  arti- 
cle." Paul  had  to  stand  by,  as  so  many  have 
done,  and  see  his  sunbeams  weighed  on  hay-scales, 
and  the  hay-balance  give  no  symptoms  of  moving. 
But  Paul's  heart  moved  as  little  as  the  balance  : 
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Leipzig  being  now  exhausted,  the  World  was  all 
before  kirn  where  to  try ;  he  had  nothing  for  it, 
but  to  search  till  he  found,  or  till  he  died  search- 
ing. One  Yoss  of  Berlin  at  length  bestirred  him- 
self ;  accepted,  printed  the  Book,  and  even  gave 
him  sixteen  Louis  cVor  for  it.  What  a  Potosi  was 
here !  Paul  determined  to  be  an  author  hence- 
forth, and  nothing  but  an  author  ;  now  that  his 
soul  might  even  be  kept  in  his  body  by  that  trade. 
His  mother,  hearing  that  he  had  written  a  book, 
thought  that  perhaps  he  could  even  write  a  ser- 
mon, and  was  for  his  coming  down  to  preach  in 
the  High  Church  of  Hof.  "  What  is  a  sermon," 
said  Paul,  "  which  every  miserable  student  can 
spout  forth  ?  Or,  think  you,  there  is  a  parson  in 
Hof  that,  not  to  speak  of  writing  my  Book,  can,  in 
the  smallest  degree,  understand  it  V 

But  unfortunately  his  Potosi  was  like  other 
mines ;  the  metalliferous  vein  did  not  last ;  what 
miners  call  a  shift  or  trouble  occurred  in  it,  and 
now  there  was  nothing  but  hard  rock  to  hew  on. 
The  Grönländische  Prozesse,  though  printed,  did 
not  sell ;  the  public  was  in  quest  of  pap  and  treacle, 
not  of  fierce  curry  like  this.  The  Reviewing  world 
mostly  passed  it  by  without  notice;  one  poor  dog  in 
Leipzig  even  lifted  up  his  leg  over  it.  "  For  any- 
thing we  know,"  saith  he,  "  much,  if  not  all  of 
what  the  Author  here,  in  bitter  tone,  sets  forth  on 
book-making,  theologians,  women,  and  so  on,  may 
be  true  ;  but  throughout  the  whole  work,  the 
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determination  to  be  witty  acts  on  him  so  strongly, 
that  we  cannot  doubt  but  his  book  will  excite  in 
all  rational  readers  so  much  disgust,  that  they  will 
see  themselves  constrained  to  close  it  again  with- 
out delay."  And  herewith  the  ill-starred  quad- 
ruped passes  on,  as  if  nothing  special  had  hap- 
pened. "  Singular ! "  adds  Herr  Otto,  "  this  review, 
which  at  the  time  pretended  to  some  ephemeral 
attention,  and  likely  enough  obtained  it,  would 
have  fallen  into  everlasting  oblivion,  had  not  its 
connection  with  that  very  work,  which  every 
rational  reader  was  to  close  again,  or  rather  never 
to  open,  raised  it  up  for  a  moment ! "  One  mo- 
ment, say  we,  is  enough :  let  it  drop  again  into 
that  murky  pool,  and  sink  there  to  endless  depths ; 
for  all  flesh,  and  reviewer-flesh  too,  is  fallible  and 
pardonable. 

Richter' s  next  Book  was  soon  ready,  but  in  this 
position  of  affairs  no  man  would  buy  it.  The 
Selection  from  the  Papers  of  the  Devil,  such  was 
its  wonderful  title,  lay  by  him,  on  quite  another 
principle  than  the  Horatian  one,  for  seven  long 
years.  It  was  in  vain  that  he  exhibited,  and  cor- 
responded, and  left  no  stone  unturned;  ransacking 
the  world  for  a  publisher ;  there  was  none  any- 
where to  be  met  with.  The  unwearied  Richter 
tried  other  plans.  He  presented  Magazine  Editors 
with  essays,  some  one  in  ten  of  which  might  be 
accepted  ;  he  made  joint  stock  with  certain  pro- 
vincial literati  of  the  Hof  district,  who  had  cash, 
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and  published  for  themselves ;  he  sometimes  bor- 
rowed, but  was  in  hot  haste  to  repay  it ;  he  lived 
as  the  young  ravens ;  he  was  often  in  danger  of 
starving.  "The  prisoner's  allowance,"  says  he, 
"  is  bread  and  water,  but  I  had  only  the  latter." 

"  Nowhere,"  observes  Richter  on  another  occa- 
sion, "  can  you  collect  the  stress-memorials  and 
siege-medals  of  Poverty  more  pleasantly  and 
philosophically  than  at  College :  the  Academic 
Burschen  exhibit  to  us  how  many  Humorists  and 
Diogeneses  Germany  has  in  it."  *  Travelling 
through  this  parched  Sahara,  with  nothing  round 
him  but  stern  sandy  solitude,  and  no  landmark  on 
Earth,  but  only  loadstars  in  the  Heaven,  Richter 
does  not  anywhere  appear  to  have  faltered  in  his 
progress,  for  a  moment  to  have  lost  heart,  or  even 
to  have  lost  good  humor.  "  The  man  who  fears 
not  death,"  says  the  Greek  Poet,  "  will  start  at  no 

*  By  certain  speculators  on  German  affairs,  much  has  been  written 
and  talked  about  what  is,  after  all,  a  very  slender  item  in  German 
affairs,  the  Burschenleben,  or  manners  of  the  young  men  at  Univer- 
sities. We  must  regret  that  in  discussing  this  matter,  since  it  was 
thought  worth  discussing,  the  true  significance  and  soul  of  it  should 
not  have  been,  by  some  faint  indication,  pointed  out  to  us.  Apart  from 
its  duelling  punctilios,  and  beer-songs,  and  tobacco-smoking,  and  other 
fopperies  of  the  system,  which  are  to  the  German  student  merely  what 
coach-driving  and  horse-dealing,  and  other  kindred  fopperies,  are  to  the 
English,  Burschenism  is  not  without  its  meaning  more  than  Oxfordism 
or  Cambridgeism.  The  Bursch  strives  to  say,  in  the  strongest  lan- 
guage he  can,  "  See,  1  am  an  unmoneyed  scholar  and  a  free  man  !  "  The 
Oxonian  and  Cantab  again  endeavor  to  say,  "  See,  I  am  a  moneyed 
scholar  and  a  spirited  gentleman!"  We  rather  think  the  Bursch's 
assertion,  were  it  rightly  worded,  would  be  the  more  profitable  of  the 
two. 
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shadows."  Paul  had  looked  Desperation  full  in 
the  face,  and  found  that  for  him  she  was  not  des- 
perate. Sorely  pressed  on  from  without,  his 
inward  energy,  his  strength  both  of  thought  and 
resolve,  did  but  increase,  and  establish  itself  on  a 
surer  and  surer  foundation ;  he  stood  like  a  rock 
amid  the  beating  of  continual  tempests ;  nay,  a 
rock  crowned  with  foliage,  and  in  its  clefts  nour- 
ishing flowers  of  sweetest  perfume.  For  there  was 
a  passionate  fire  in  him,  as  well  as  a  stoical  calm- 
ness ;  tenderest  Love  was  there,  and  devout  Rev- 
erence ;  and  a  deep,  genial  Humor  lay,  like  warm 
sunshine,  softening  the  whole,  blending  the  whole 
into  light,  sportful  harmony.  In  these  its  hard 
trials,  whatever  was  noblest  in  his  nature  came 
out  in  still  purer  clearness.  It  was  here  that  he 
learned  to  distinguish  what  is  perennial  and  imper- 
ishable in  man,  from  what  is  transient  and  earthly  ; 
and  to  prize  the  latter,  were  it  king's  crowns  and 
conqueror's  triumphal  chariots,  but  as  the  wrap- 
page of  the  jewel ;  we  might  say,  but  as  the  finer 
or  coarser  Paper  on  which  the  Heroic  Poem  of  Life 
is  to  be  written.  A  lofty,  indestructible  faith  in 
the  dignity  of  man  took  possession  of  him,  and  a 
disbelief  in  all  other  dignities  ;  and  the  vulgar 
world,  and  what  it  could  give  him,  or  withhold 
from  him,  was,  in  his  eyes,  but  a  small  matter. 
Nay,  had  he  not  found  a  voice  for  these  things  ? 
which,  though  no  man  would  listen  to  it,  he  felt  to 
be  a  true  one,  and  that,  if  true,  no  tone  of  it  could 
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be  altogether  lost.  Preaching  forth  the  Wisdom, 
which  in  the  dark,  deep  wells  of  Adversity  he  had 
drawn  up,  he  felt  himself  strong,  courageous,  even 
gay.  He  had  "  an  internal  world  wherewith  to 
fence  himself  against  the  frosts  and  heats  of  the  ex- 
ternal." Studying,  writing,  in  this  mood,  though 
grim  Scarcity  looked  in  on  him  through  the  win- 
dows, he  ever  looked  out  again  on  that  fiend  with 
a  quiet,  half-satirical  eye.  Surely,  we  should  find 
it  hard  to  wish  any  generous  nature  such  fortune  ; 
yet  is  one  such  man  nursed  into  manhood,  amid 
these  stern,  truth-telling  influences,  worth  a  thou- 
sand popular  ballad-mongers,  and  sleek  literary 
gentlemen,  kept  in  perpetual  boyhood  by  influences 
that  always  lie. 

"  In  my  Historical  Lectures,"  says  Paul,  "  the  business 
of  Hungering  will  in  truth  more  and  more  make  its  ap- 
pearance, —  with  the  hero  it  rises  to  a  great  height,  — 
about  as  often  as  Feasting  in  ThummeVs  Travels,  and 
Tea-drinking  in  Richardson's  Clarissa ;  nevertheless,  I 
cannot  help  saying  to  Poverty  :  Welcome !  so  thou  come 
not  at  quite  too  late  a  time !  Wealth  bears  heavier  on 
talent  than  Poverty ;  under  gold-mountains  and  thrones, 
who  knows  how  many  a  spiritual  giant  may  lie  crushed 
down  and  buried  !  When  among  the  flames  of  youth, 
and  above  all  of  hotter  powers  as  well,  the  oil  of  Riches 
is  also  poured  in,  little  will  remain  of  the  phoenix  but 
his  ashes ;  and  only  a  Goethe  has  force  to  keep,  even  at 
the  sun  of  good  fortune,  his  phoenix-wings  unsinged.  The 
poor  Historical  Professor,  in  this  place,  would  not,  for 
much  money,  have  had  much  money  in  his  youth.  Fate 
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manages  Poets,  as  men  do  singing-birds ;  you  overhang 
the  cage  of  the  singer  and  make  it  dark,  till  at  length  he 
has  caught  the  tunes  you  play  to  him,  and  can  sing  them 
rightly." 

There  have  been  many  Johnsons,  Heynes,  and 
other  meaner  natures,  in  every  country,  that  have 
passed  through  as  hard  a  probation  as  Richter's 
was,  and  borne  permanent  traces  of  its  good  and 
its  evil  influences ;  some  with  their  modesty  and 
quiet  endurance  combining  a  sickly  dispiritment, 
others  a  hardened  dulness  or  even  a'.deadness  of 
heart:  nay,  there  are  some  whom  Misery  itself 
cannot  teach,  but  only  exasperate ;  who,  far  from 
parting  with  the  mirror  of  their  Vanity  when  it  is 
trodden  in  pieces,  rather  collect  the  hundred  frag- 
ments of  it,  and,  with  more  fondness  and  more 
bitterness  than  ever,  behold  not  one  but  a  hundred 
images  of  Self  therein ;  to  these  men  Pain  is  a 
pure  evil,  and  as  school-dunces  their  hard  Peda- 
gogue will  only  whip  them  to  the  end.  But,  in 
modern  days,  and  even  among  the  better  instances, 
there  is  scarcely  one  that  we  remember  who  has 
drawn,  from  Poverty  and  suffering,  such  unmixed 
advantage  as  Jean  Paul;  acquiring  under  it  not 
only  Herculean  strength,  but  the  softest  tenderness 
of  soul ;  a  view  of  man  and  man's  life  not  less 
cheerful,  even  sportful,  than  it  is  deep  and  calm. 
To  Fear  he  is  a  stranger ;  not  only  the  rage  of 
men,  "  the  ruins  of  nature  would  strike  him  fear- 
less " ;  yet  he  has  a  heart  vibrating  to  all  the  finest 
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thrills  of  Mercy,  a  deep,  loving  sympathy  with  all 
created  things.  There  is,  we  must  say,  something 
Old-Grecian  in  this  form  of  mind  ;  yet  Old-Grecian 
under  the  new  conditions  of  our  own  time  ;  not  an 
Ethnic,  but  a  Christian  greatness.  Richter  might 
have  stood  beside  Socrates,  as  a  faithful,  though 
rather  tumultuous  disciple ;  or,  better  still,  he 
might  have  bandied  repartees  with  Diogenes,  who, 
if  he  could  nowhere  find  Men,  must  at  least  have 
admitted  that  this  too  was  a  Spartan  Boy.  Dioge- 
nes and  he,  much  as  they  differed,  mostly  to  the 
disadvantage  of  the  former,  would  have  found  much 
in  common :  above  all,  that  resolute  self-depend- 
ence, and  quite  settled  indifference  to  the  "  force 
of  public  opinion."  Of  this  latter  quality,  as  well 
as  of  various  other  qualities  in  Richter,  we  have  a 
curious  proof  in  the  Episode,  which  Herr  Otto  for 
the  first  time  details  with  accuracy,  and  at  large, 
"  concerning  the  Costume  controversies."  There 
is  something  great  as  well  as  ridiculous  in  this 
whole  story  of  the  Costume,  which  we  must  not 
pass  unnoticed.  It  was  in  the  second  year  of  his 
residence  at  Leipzig,  and  when,  as  we  have  seen, 
his  necessities  were  pressing  enough,  that  Richter, 
finding  himself  unpatronized  by  the  World,  thought 
it  might  be  reasonable  if  he  paid  a  little  attention, 
as  far  as  convenient,  to  the  wishes,  rational  orders, 
and  even  whims  of  his  only  other  Patron,  namely, 
of  Himself.  Now  the  long  visits  of  the  hair-dress- 
er, with  his  powders,  puffs,  and  pomatums,  were 
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decidedly  irksome  to  him,  and  even  too  expensive ; 
besides,  his  love  of  Swift  and  Sterne  made  him 
love  the  English  and  their  modes ;  which  things 
being  considered,  Paul  made  free  to  cut  off  his 
cue  altogether,  and,  with  certain  other  alterations 
in  his  dress,  to  walk  abroad  in  what  was  called  the 
English  fashion.  We  rather  conjecture  that,  in 
some  points,  it  was  after  all  but  Pseudo-English ; 
at  least,  we  can  find  no  tradition  of  any  such  mode 
having  then  or  ever  been  prevalent  here  in  its 
other  details.  For  besides  the  docked  cue,  he  had 
shirts  d  la  Hamlet;  wore  his  breast  open,  without 
neckcloth :  in  such  guise  did  he  appear  openly. 
Astonishment  took  hold  of  the  minds  of  men. 
German  students  have  more  license  than  most 
people  in  selecting  fantastic  garbs ;  but  the  bare 
neck  and  want  of  cue  seemed  graces  beyond  the 
reach  of  true  art.  We  can  figure  the  massive, 
portly  cynic,  with  what  humor  twinkling  in  his 
eye  he  came  forth  among  the  elegant  gentlemen ; 
feeling,  like  that  juggler-divinity  Ram-Dass,  well 
known  to  Baptist  Missionaries,  that  "  he  had  fire 
enough  in  his  stomach  to  burn  away  all  the  sins 
of  the  world."  It  was  a  species  of  pride,  even  of 
foppery,  we  will  admit ;  but  a  tough,  strong-limbed 
species,  like  that  which  in  ragged  gown  "  trampled 
on  the  pride  of  Plato." 

Nowise  in  so  respectable  a  light,  however,  did  a 
certain  Magister,  or  pedagogue  dignitary,  of  Rich- 
ter's  neighborhood,  regard  the  matter.   Poor  Rich- 
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tor,  poor  in  purse,  rich  otherwise,  had,  at  this 
time,  hired  himself  a  small,  mean  garden-house, 
that  he  might  have  a  little  fresh  air,  through  sum- 
mer, in  his  studies :  the  Magister,  who  had  hired 
a  large,  sumptuous  one  in  the  same  garden,  natu- 
rally met  him  in  his  walks,  bare-necked,  cue-less ; 
and  perhaps  not  liking  the  cast  of  his  countenance, 
strangely  twisted  into  Sardonic  wrinkles,  with  all 
its  broad,  honest  benignity,  took  it  in  deep  dud- 
geon that  such  an  unauthorized  character  should 
venture  to  enjoy  Nature  beside  him.  But  what 
was  to  be  done  ?  Supercilious  looks,  even  frown- 
ing, would  accomplish  nothing  ;  the  Sardonic 
visage  was  not  to  be  frowned  into  the  smallest 
terror.  The  Magister  wrote  to  the  landlord,  de- 
manding that  this  nuisance  should  be  abated. 
Richter,  with  a  praiseworthy  love  of  peace,  wrote 
to  the  Magister,  promising  to  do  what  he  could  : 
he  would  not  approach  his  (the  Magister's)  house 
so  near  as  last  night,  would  walk  only  in  the  even- 
ings and  mornings,  and  thereby  for  most  part  keep 
out  of  sight  the  apparel  "  which  convenience, 
health,  and  poverty  had  prescribed  for  him." 
These  were  fair  conditions  of  a  boundary-treaty ; 
but  the  Magister  interpreted  them  in  too  literal  a 
sense,  and  soon  found  reason  to  complain  that 
they  had  been  infringed.  He  again  took  pen  and 
ink,  and  in  peremptory  language  represented  that 
Paul  had  actually  come  past  a  certain  Statue, 
which,  without  doubt,  stood  within  the  debatable 
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land ;  threatening  him,  therefore,  with  Herr  Kör- 
ner, the  landlord's  vengeance,  and  withal  openly 
testifying  his  own  contempt  and  just  rage  against 
him.  Paul  answered,  also  in  writing,  that  he  had 
nowise  infringed  his  promise,  this  Statue  or  any 
other  Statue  having  nothing  to  do  with  it;  but 
that  now  he  did  altogether  revoke  said  promise, 
and  would  henceforth  walk  whensoever  and  where- 
soever seemed  good  to  him,  seeing  he  too  paid  for 
the  privilege.  "  To  me,"  observed  he,  "  Herr 
Körner  is  not  dreadful  fürchter  lie  Ji)  "  ;  and  for 
the  Magister  himself  he  put  down  these  remark- 
able words  :  "  You  despise  my  mean  name  ;  never- 
theless take  note  of  it ;  for  you  will  not  have  done 
the  latter  long,  till  the  former  will  not  be  in  your 
power  to  do :  I  speak  ambiguously,  that  I  may  not 
speak  arrogantly."  Be  it  noted,  at  the  same  time, 
that,  with  a  noble  spirit  of  accommodation,  Richter 
proposed  yet  new  terms  of  treaty  ;  which  being 
accepted,  he,  pursuant  thereto,  with  bag  and  bag- 
gage forthwith  evacuated  the  garden,  and  returned 
to  his  "  town-room  at  the  Three  Roses,  in  Peter- 
strasse  "  ;  glorious  in*  retreat,  and  "  leaving  his 
Paradise,"  as  Herr  Otto  with  some  conceit  remarks, 
"  no  less  guiltlessly  than  voluntarily,  for  a  certain 
bareness  of  breast  and  neck ;  whereas  our  First 
Parents  were  only  allowed  to  retain  theirs,  so  long 
as  they  felt  themselves  innocent  in  total  nudity." 
What  the  Magister  thought  of  the  "  mean  name  " 
some  years  afterwards,  we  do  not  learn. 
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But  if  such  tragical  things  went  on  in  Leipzig, 
how  much  more  when  he  went  down  to  Hof  in 
the  holidays,  where,  at  any  rate,  the  Richters 
stood  in  slight  esteem  !  It  will  surprise  our  read- 
ers to  learn  that  Paul,  with  the  mildest-tempered 
pertinacity,  resisted  all  expostulations  of  friends, 
and  persecutions  of  foes,  in  this  great  cause ;  and 
went  about  d  la  Hamlet  for  the  space  of  no  less 
than  seven  years  !  He  himself  seemed  partly  sen- 
sible that  it  was  affectation ;  but  the  man  would 
have  his  humor  out.  "  On  the  whole,"  says  he, 
"  /  hold  the  constant  regard  we  pay,  in  all  our 
actions,  to  the  judgments  of  others,  as  the  poison 
of  our  peace,  our  reason,  and  our  virtue.  At  this 
slave-chain  I  have  long  filed,  and  I  scarcely  ever 
hope  to  break  it  entirely  asunder.  I  wish  to  ac- 
custom myself  to  the  censure  of  others,  and  appear 
a  fool,  that  I  may  learn  to  endure  fools."  So 
speaks  the  young  Diogenes,  embracing  his  frozen 
pillar  by  way  of  "  exercitation  "  ;  as  if  the  world 
did  not  give  us  frozen  pillars  enough  in  this  kind 
without  our  wilfully  stepping  aside  to  seek  them ! 
Better  is  that  other  maxim :  "  He  who  differs 
from  the  world  in  important  matters,  should  the 
more  carefully  conform  to  it  in  indifferent  ones." 
Nay,  by  degrees  Richter  himself  saw  into  this,  and 
having  now  proved  satisfactorily  enough  that  he 
could  take  his  own  way  when  he  so  pleased,  — 
leaving,  as  is  fair,  the  "  most  sweet  voices  "  to  take 
theirs  also,  —  he  addressed  to  his  friends  (chiefly 
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the  Voigtland  Literati  above  alluded  to)  the  fol- 
lowing circular. 

"  Advertisement. 

"  The  Undersigned  begs  to  give  notice,  that  whereas 
cropt  hair  has  as  many  enemies  as  red  hair,  and  said 
enemies  of  the  hair  are  enemies  likewise  of  the  person  it 
grows  on  ;  whereas  further,  such  a  fashion  is  in  no  respect 
Christian,  since  otherwise  Christian  persons  would  have 
it ;  and  whereas,  especially,  the  Undersigned  has  suffered 
no  less  from  his  hair  than  Absalom  did  from  his,  though 
on  contrary  grounds  ;  and  whereas  it  has  been  notified 
that  the  public  purposed  to  send  him  into  his  grave,  since 
the  hair  grew  there  without  scissors  :  he  hereby  gives 
notice  that  he  will  not  push  matters  to  such  extremity. 
Be  it  known,  therefore,  to  the  nobility,  gentry,  and  a  dis- 
cerning public  in  general,  that  the  Undersigned  proposes, 
on  Sunday  next,  to  appear  in  various  important  streets 
(of  Hof)  with  a  short  false  cue ;  and  with  this  cue  as 
with  a  magnet,  and  cord-of-love,  and  magic-rod,  to  possess 
himself  forcibly  of  the  affections  of  all  and  sundry,  be 
they  who  they  may." 

And  thus  ended  "gloriously,"  as  Herr  Otto 
thinks,  the  long  "clothes-martyrdom";  from  the 
course  of  which,  besides  its  intrinsic  comicality, 
we  may  learn  two  things :  first,  that  Paul  nowise 
wanted  a  due  indifference  to  the  popular  wind, 
but,  on  fit  or  unfit  occasion,  could  stand  on  his 
own  basis  stoutly  enough,  wrapping  his  cloak  as 
himself  listed ;  and  secondly,  that  he  had  such  a 
buoyant,  elastic  humor   of  spirit,  that  besides 
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counter-pressure  against  Poverty,  and  Famine 
itself,  there  was  still  a  clear  overplus  left  to  play- 
fantastic  tricks  withal,  at  which  the  angels  could 
not  indeed  weep,  but  might  well  shake  their  heads 
and  smile.    We  return  to  our  history. 

Several  years  before  the  date  of  this  "  Adver- 
tisement," namely,  in  1784,  Paul,  who  had  now 
determined  on  writing,  with  or  without  readers, 
to  the  end  of  the  chapter,  finding  no  furtherance 
in  Leipzig,  but  only  hunger  and  hardship,  be- 
thought him  that  he  might  as  well  write  in  Hof 
beside  his  mother,  as  there.  His  publishers,  when 
he  had  any,  were  in  other  cities ;  and  the  two 
households,  like  two  dying  embers,  might  perhaps 
show  some  feeble  point  of  red-heat  between  them, 
if  cunningly  laid  together.  He  quitted  Leipzig, 
after  a  three  years'  residence  there  ;  and  fairly 
commenced  housekeeping  on  his  own  score.  Prob- 
ably there  is  not  in  the  whole  history  of  Literature 
any  record  of  a  literary  establishment  like  this  at 
Hof;  so  ruggedly  independent,  so  simple,  not  to 
say  altogether  unfurnished.  Lawsuits  had  now 
done  their  work,  and  the  Widow  Richter,  with  her 
family,  was  living  in  a  "  house  containing  one 
apartment."  Paul  had  no  books,  except  "  twelve 
manuscript  volumes  of  excerpts,"  and  the  con- 
siderable library  which  he  carried  in  his  head  ; 
with  which  small  resources,  the  public,  especially 
as  he  had  still  no  cue,  could  not  well  see  what  was 
to  become  of  him.    Two  great  furtherances,  how- 
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ever,  he  had,  of  which  the  public  took  no  sufficient 
note  :  a  real  Head  on  his  shoulders,  not,  as  is  more 
common,  a  mere  hat-wearing,  empty  effigies  of  a 
head ;  and  the  strangest,  stoutest,  indeed,  a  quite 
noble  Heart  within  him.  Here,  then,  he  could,  as 
is  the  duty  of  man,  "  prize  his  existence  more  than 
his  manner  of  existence,"  which  latter  was,  indeed, 
easily  enough  disesteemed.  Come  of  it  what 
might,  he  determined,  on  his  own  strength,  to  try 
issues  to  the  uttermost  with  Fortune ;  nay,  while 
fighting  like  a  very  Ajax  against  her,  to  keep 
laughing  in  her  face  till  she  too  burst  into  laugh- 
ter, and  ceased  frowning  at  him."  He  would 
nowise  slacken  in  his  Authorship,  therefore,  but 
continued  stubbornly  toiling,  as  at  his  right  work, 
let  the  weather  be  sunny  or  snowy.  For  the  rest, 
Poverty  was  written  on  the  posts  of  his  door,  and 
within  on  every  equipment  of  his  existence ;  he 
that  ran  might  read  in  large  characters :  "  Good 
Christian  people,  you  perceive  that  I  have  little 
money ;  what  inference  do  you  draw  from  it  ?  " 
So  hung  the  struggle,  and  as  yet  were  no  signs  of 
victory  for  Paul.  It  was  not  till  1788  that  he 
could  find  a  publisher  for  his  Tevfels  Papieren; 
and  even  then  few  readers.  But  no  dishearten- 
ment  availed  with  him:  authorship  was  once  for 
all  felt  to  be  his  true  vocation  ;  and  by  it  he  was 
minded  to  continue  at  all  hazards.  For  a  short 
while,  he  had  been  tutor  in  some  family,  and  had 
again  a  much  more  tempting  offer  of  the  like  sort, 
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but  he  refused  it,  purposing  henceforth  to  "  bring 
up  no  children  but  his  own,  —  his  books,"  let 
Famine  say  to  it  what  she  pleased. 

"  With  his  mother,"  says  Otto,  "  and  at  times  also  with 
several  of  his  brothers,  but  always  with  one,  he  lived  in 
a  mean  house,  which  had  only  a  single  apartment ;  and 
this  went  on  even  when  —  after  the  appearance  of  the 
Miimien  —  his  star  began  to  rise,  ascending  higher  and 
higher,  and  never  again  declining  

"  As  Paul,  in  the  characters  of  Walt  and  Vult,*  (it  is 
his  direct  statement  in  these  Notes,)  meant  to  depict  him- 
self, so  it  may  be  remarked,  that,  in  the  delineation  of 
Lenette,  his  mother  stood  before  his  mind,  at  the  period 
wrhen  this  down-pressed  and  humiliated  woman  began  to 
gather  heart,  and  raise  herself  up  again ;  f  seeing  she 
could  no  longer  doubt  the  truth  of  his  predictions,  that 
Authorship  must  and  would  prosper  with  him.  She  now 
the  more  busily,  in  one  and  the  same  room  where  Paul 
was  writing  and  studying,  managed  the  household  -  opera- 
tions ;  cooking,  washing,  scouring,  handling  the  broom, 
and  these  being  finished,  spinning  cotton.  Of  the  painful 
income  earned  by  this  latter  employment,  she  kept  a  writ- 

*  Gottwalt  and  Quoddeusvult,  two  Brothers  (see  Paul's  Flegeljahre) 
of  the  most  opposite  temperaments  :  the  former  a  still,  soft-hearted, 
tearful  enthusiast,  the  other  a  madcap  humorist,  honest  at  bottom,  but 
bursting  out  on  all  hands  with  the  strangest  explosions,  speculative 
and  practical. 

t  "  Quite  up,  indeed,  she  could  never  more  rise;  and  in  silent  hu- 
mility, avoiding  any  loud  expression  of  satisfaction,  she  lived  to  enjoy 
with  timorous  gladness  the  delight  of  seeing  her  son's  worth  publicly 
recognized,  and  his  acquaintance  sought  by  the  most  influential  men, 
and  herself,  too,  honored  on  this  account,  as  she  had  never  before 
been." 
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ten  account.  One  such  revenue-book,  under  the  title, 
Was  ich  er  spönnen  (Earned  by  spinning),  which  extends 
from  March,  1793,  to  September,  1794,  is  still  in  exist- 
ence. The  produce  of  March,  the  first  year,  stands 
entered  there  as  2  florins,  51  kreutzers,  3  pfennigs, 
[somewhere  about  four  shillings  !]  ;  that  of  April,"  &c. ; 
"  at  last  that  of  September,  1794,  as  2  fl.  1  kr. ;  and  on 
the  last  page  of  the  little  book  stands  marked,  that 
Samuel  (the  youngest  son)  had,  on  the  9th  of  this  same 
September,  got  new  boots,  which  cost  3  thalers,  —  almost 
a  whole  quarter's  revenue!" 

Considering  these  things,  how  mournful  would 
it  have  seemed  to  Paul  that  Bishop  Dogbolt  could 
not  get  translated,  because  of  Politics  ;  and  the 
too  high-souled  Viscount  Pluincake,  thwarted  in 
courtship,  was  seized  with  a  perceptible  dyspepsia ! 

"We  have  dwelt  the  longer  on  this  portion  of 
Paul's  history,  because  we  reckon  it  interesting  in 
itself;  and  that,  if  the  spectacle  of  a  great  man 
struggling  with  adversity  be  a  fit  one  for  the 
gods  to  look  down  on,  much  more  must  it  be  so 
for  mean  fellow-mortals  to  look  up  to.  For  us  in 
Literary  England,  above  all,  such  conduct  as  Rich- 
ter's  has  a  peculiar  interest  in  these  times,  —  the 
interest  of  entire  novelty.  Of  all  literary  phenom- 
ena, that  of  a  literary  man  daring  to  believe  that 
he  is  poor,  may  be  regarded  as  the  rarest.  Can.  a 
man  without  capital  actually  open  his  lips  and 
speak  to  mankind  ?  Had  he  no  landed  property, 
then,  no  connection  with  the  higher  classes  ?  did 
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he  not  even  keep  a  gig  ?  By  these  documents  it 
would  appear  so.  This  was  not  a  nobleman,  nor 
gentleman,  nor 'gig-man  ;*  but  simply  a  man  ! 

On  the  whole,  what  a  wondrous  spirit  of  gentil- 
ity does  animate  our  British  Literature  at  this  era! 
We  have  no  Mem)f  Letters  now,  but  only  Literary 
Gentlemen.  Samuel  Johnson  was  the  last  that  ven- 
tured to  appear  in  that  former  character,  and  sup- 
port himself,  on  his  own  legs,  without  any  crutches, 
purchased  or  stolen  :  rough  old  Samuel,  the  last 
of  all  the  Romans !  Time  was,  when  in  English 
Literature,  as  in  English  Life,  the  comedy  of  "  Ev- 
ery Man  in  his  Humor  "  was  daily  enacted  among 
us ;  but  now  the  poor  French  word,  French  in 
every  sense,  "  Qu'en  dira-t-on  ?  "  spell-binds  us  all, 
and  we  have  nothing  for  it  but  to  drill  and  cane 
each  other  into  one  uniform,  regimental  "  nation 
of  o-entlemen."  "  Let  him  who  would  write  heroic 
poems,"  said  Milton,  "make  his  life  a  heroic  po- 
em." Let  him  who  would  write  heroic  poems,  say 
we,  put  money  in  his  purse ;  or  if  he  have  no  gold- 
money,  let  him  put  in  copper-money,  or  pebbles, 
and  chink  with  it  as  with  true  metal  in  the  ears 
of  mankind,  that  they  may  listen  to  him.  Herein 

*  In  Thurtell's  trial  (says  the  Quarterly  Review)  occurred  the  follow- 
ing colloquy:  "  Q.  What  sort  of  a  person  was  Mr.  Weare?  A.  He 
was  always  a  respectable  person.  Q.  What  do  you  mean  by  respect- 
able? A.  He  kept  a  gig-"  —  Since  then  we  have  seen  a  "  Defemio 
Gigmanica,  or  Apology  for  the  Gigmen  of  Great  Britain,"  composed 
not  without  eloquence,  and  which  Ave  hope  one  day  to  prevail  on  our 
friend,  a  man  of  some  whims,  to  give  to  the  public. 
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does  the  secret  of  good  writing  now  consist,  as  that 
of  good  living  has  always  done.  When  we  first 
visited  Grub  Street,  and  with  bared  head  did  rever- 
ence to  the  genius  of  the  place,  with  a  "  Salve, 
mag-na  parens  !  "  we  were  astonished  to  learn,  on 
inquiry,  that  the  Authors  did  not  dwell  there  now, 
but  had  all  removed,  years  ago,  to  a  sort  of  "  High 
Life  below  Stairs,"  far  in  the  West.  For  why, 
what  remedy  was  there  ?  did  not  the  wants  of  the 
age  require  it  ?  How  can  men  write  without  High 
Life  ?  and  how,  except  below  Stairs,  as  Shoulder- 
knot,  or  as  talking  Katerfelto,  or  by  second-hand 
communication  with  these  two,  can  the  great  body 
of  men  acquire  any  knowledge  thereof  ?  Nay,  has 
not  the  Atlantis,  or  true  Blissful  Island  of  Poesy, 
been,  in  all  times,  understood  to  lie  Westward, 
though  never  rightly  discovered  till  now  ?  Our 
great  fault  with  writers  used  to  be,  not  that  they 
were  intrinsically  more  or  less  completed  Dolts, 
with  no  eye  or  ear  for  the  "  open  secret "  of  the 
world,  or  for  anything,  save  the  44  open  display" 
of  the  world,  —  for  its  gilt  ceilings,  marketable 
pleasures,  war-chariots,  and  all  manner,  to  the 
highest  manner,  of  Lord  Mayor  shows,  and  Guild- 
hall dinners,  and  their  own  small  part  and  lot 
therein  ;  but  the  head  and  front  of  their  offence 
lay  in  this,  that  they  had  not  44  frequented  the 
society  of  the  upper  classes."  And  now,  with 
our  improved  age,  and  this  so  universal  exten- 
sion of  44  High  Life  below  Stairs,"  what  a  change 
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has  been  introduced,  what  benign  consequences 
will  follow !  One  consequence  has  already  been 
a  degree  of  Dapperism  and  Dilettantism  and  rick- 
ety Debility  unexampled  in  the  history  of  Lit- 
erature, and  enough  of  itself  to  "  make  us  the 
envy  of  surrounding  nations "  ;  for  hereby  the 
Literary  man,  once  so  dangerous  to  the  quiescence 
of  society,  has  now  become  perfectly  innoxious,  so 
that  a  look  will  quail  him,  and  he  can  be  tied  hand 
and  foot  by  a  spinster's  thread.  Hope  there  is, 
that  henceforth  neither  Church  nor  State  will  be 
put  in  jeopardy  by  literature.  The  old  Literary 
man,  as  we  have  said,  stood  on  his  own  legs ; 
had  a  whole  heart  within  him,  and  might  be  pro- 
voked into  many  things.  But  the  new  Literary 
man,  on  the  other  hand,  cannot  stand  at  all,  save 
in  stays  ;  he  must  first  gird  up  his  weak  sides  with 
the  whalebone  of  a  certain  fashionable,  knowing, 
half-squirarchal  air,  —  be  it  inherited,  bought,  or, 
as  is  more  likely,  borrowed  or  stolen,  whalebone ; 
and  herewith  he  stands  a  little  without  collapsing. 
If  the  man  now  twang  his  jew's-harp  to  please  the 
children,  what  is  to  be  feared  from  him  ?  what 
more  is  to  be  required  of  him  ? 

Seriously  speaking,  we  must  hold  it  a  remark- 
able thing  that  every  Englishman  should  be  a 
"  gentleman  "  ;  that  in  so  democratic  a  country, 
our  common  title  of  honor,  which  all  men  assert 
for  themselves,  should  be  one  which  professedly 
depends  on  station,  on  accidents  rather  than  on 
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qualities  ;  or  at  best,  as  Coleridge  interprets  it, 
"  on  a  certain  indifference  to  money  matters," 
which  certain  indifference  again  must  be  wise  or 
mad,  you  would  think,  exactly  as  one  possesses 
much  money,  or  possesses  little !  We  suppose  it 
must  be  the  commercial  genius  of  the  nation, 
counteracting  and  suppressing  its  political  genius  ; 
for  the  Americans  are  said  to  be  still  more  notable 
in  this  respect  than  we.  Now,  what  a  hollow, 
windy  vacuity  of  internal  character  this  indicates  ; 
how,  in  place  of  a  rightly  ordered  heart,  we  strive 
only  to  exhibit  a  full  purse  ;  and  all  pushing,  rush- 
ing, elbowing  on  towards  a  false  aim,  the  courtier's 
kibes  are  more  and  more  galled  by  the  toe  of  the 
peasant ;  and  on  every  side,  instead  of  Faith, 
Hope,  and  Charity,  we  have  Neediness,  Greedi- 
ness, and  Vainglory  ;  all  this  is  palpable  enough. 
Fools  that  we  are !  Why  should  we  wear  our 
knees  to  horn  and  sorrowfully  beat  our  breasts, 
praying  day  and  night  to  Mammon,  who,  if  he 
would  even  hear  us,  has  almost  nothing  to  give  ? 
For  granting  that  the  deaf  brute-god  were  to  re- 
lent for  our  sacrificings ;  to  change  our  gilt  brass 
into  solid'  gold,  and  instead  of  hungry  actors  of 
rich  gentility,  make  us  all  in  very  deed  Rothschild- 
Howards  to-morrow,  what  good  were  it  ?  Are  we 
not  already  denizens  of  this  wondrous  England, 
with  its  high  Shakespeares  and  Hampdens ;  nay, 
of  this  wondrous  Universe,  with  its  Galaxies  and 
Eternities,  and  unspeakable  Splendors,  that  we 
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should  so  worry  and  scramble,  and  tear  one  anoth- 
er in  pieces,  for  some  acres,  (nay,  still  oftener,  for 
the  shoiu  of  some  acres,)  more  or  less,  of  clay  prop- 
erty, the  largest  of  which  properties,  the  Suther- 
land itself,  is  invisible  even  from  the  Moon  ?  Fools 
that  we  are  !  To  dig,  and  bore  like  ground- worms 
in  those  acres  of  ours,  even  if  we  have  acres  ;  and 
far  from  beholding  and  enjoying  the  heavenly 
Lights,  not  to  know  of  them  except  by  unheeded 
and  unbelieved  report !  Shall  certain  pounds  ster- 
ling that  we  have  in  the  Bank  of  England,  or  the 
ghosts  of  certain  pounds  that  we  would  fain  seem 
to  have,  hide  from  us  the  treasures  we  are  all  born 
to  in  this  the  "  City  of  God"? 

My  inheiütance  how  wide  and  fair! 
Time  is  ray  estate,  to  Time  I 'm  heir. 

But  leaving  the  money-changers,  and  honor- 
hunters,  and  gigmen  of  every  degree,  to  their 
own  wise  ways,  which  they  will  not  alter,  we 
must  again  remark  as  a  singular  circumstance, 
that  the  same  spirit  should,  to  such  an  extent, 
have  taken  possession  of  Literature  also.  This  is 
the  eye  of  the  world,  enlightening  all,  and  instead 
of  the  shows  of  things  unfolding  to  "us  things 
themselves  :  has  the  eye  too  gone  blind  ?  has  the 
Poet  and  Thinker  adopted  the  philosophy  of  the 
Grocer  and  Valet  in  Livery  ?  Nay,  let  us  hear 
Lord  Byron  himself  on  the  subject.  Some  years 
ago,  there  appeared  in  the  Magazines,  and  to  the 
admiration  of  most  editorial  gentlemen,  certain 
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extracts  from  Letters  of  Lord  Byron's,  which  car- 
ried this  philosophy  to  rather  a  high  pitch.  His 
Lordship,  we  recollect,  mentioned,  that  "  all  rules 
for  Poetry  were  not  worth  a  d — n  "  (saving  and 
excepting,  doubtless,  the  ancient  Rule-of-Thumb, 
which  must  still  have  place  here)  ;  after  which 
aphorism,  his  Lordship  proceeded  to  state  that  the 
great  ruin  of  all  British  Poets  sprang  from  a 
simple  source ;  their  exclusion  from  High  Life  in 
London,  excepting  only  some  shape  of  that  High 
Life  below  Stairs,  which,  however,  was  nowise 
adequate  :  "  he  himself  and  Thomas  Moore  were 
perfectly  familiar  in  such  upper  life  :  he  by  birth, 
Moore  by  happy  accident,  and  so  they  could  both 
write  Poetry  ;  the  others  were  not  familiar,  and 
so  could  not  write  it."  —  Surely  it  is  fast  growing 
time  that  all  this  should  be  drummed  out  of  our 
Planet,  and  forbidden  to  return. 

Richter,  for  his  part,  was  quite  excluded  from 
the  West-end  of  Hof :  for  Hof  too  has  its  West-end  ; 
"  every  mortal  longs  for  his  parade-place ;  would 
still  wish,  at  banquets,  to  be  master  of  some  seat 
or  other,  wherein  to  overtop  this  or  that  plucked 
goose  of  the  neighborhood."  So  poor  Richter 
could  only  be  admitted  to  the  West-end  of  the 
Universe,  where  truly  he  had  a  very  superior 
establishment.  The  legal,  clerical,  and  other  con- 
script fathers  of  Hof  might,  had  they  so  inclined, 
have  lent  him  a  few  books,  told  or  believed  some 
fewer  lies  of  him,  and  thus  positively  and  negative- 
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ly  shown  the  young  adventurer  many  a  little  ser- 
vice ;  but  they  inclined  to  none  of  these  things, 
and  happily  lie  was  enabled  to  do  without  them. 
Gay,  gentle,  frolicsome  as  a  lamb,  yet  strong,  for- 
bearant,  and  royally  courageous  as  a  lion,  he 
worked  along,  amid  the  scouring  of  kettles,  the 
hissing  of  frying-pans,  the  hum  of  his  mother's 
wheel ;  —  and  it  is  not  without  a  proud  feeling 
that  our  reader  (for  he  too  is  a  man)  hears  of  vic- 
tory being  at  last  gained,  and  of  Works,  which  the 
most  reflective  nation  in  Europe  regards  as  classi- 
cal, being  written  under  such  accompaniments. 

However,  it  is  at  this  lowest  point  of  the  Nar- 
rative that  Herr  Otto  stops  short ;  leaving  us  only 
the  assurance  that  better  days  are  coming :  so  that 
concerning  the  whole  ascendant  and  dominant  por- 
tion of  Richter' s  history,  we  are  left  to  our  own 
resources ;  and  from  these  we  have  only  gathered 
some  scanty  indications,  which  may  be  summed 
up  with  a  very  disproportionate  brevity.  It  ap- 
pears that  the  Unsichtbare  Loge  (Invisible  Lodge), 
sent  forth  from  the  Hof  spinning  establishment  in 
1793,  was  the  first  of  his  works  that  obtained  any 
decisive  favor.  A  long  trial  of  faith  ;  for  the  man 
had  now  been  besieging  the  literary  citadel  up- 
wards of  ten  years,  and  still  no  breach  visible  ! 
With  the  appearance  of  Hesperus,  another  won- 
drous Novel,  which  proceeded  from  the  same 
"  single  apartment,"  in  1796,  the  siege  may  be 
said  to  have  terminated  by  storm ;  and  Jean  Paul, 


JEAN  PAUL   FRIEDRICH  RICHTER. 


49 


whom  the  most  knew  not  what  in  the  world  to 
think  of,  whom  here  and  there  a  man  of  weak 
judgment  had  not  even  scrupled  to  declare  half- 
mad,  made  it  universally  indubitable,  that,  though 
encircled  with  dusky  vapors,  and  shining  out  only 
in  strange  many-hued  irregular  bursts  of  flame,  he 
was  and  would  be  one  of  the  celestial  Luminaries 
of  his  day  and  generation.  The  keen  intellectual 
energy  displayed  in  Hesperus,  still  more  the  noble- 
ness of  mind,  the  sympathy  with  Nature,  the  warm, 
impetuous,  yet  pure  and  lofty  delineations  of 
Friendship  and  Love, — in  a  less  degree,  perhaps, 
the  wild  boisterous  Humor  that  everywhere  pre- 
vails in  it,  secured  Richter  not  only  admirers,  but 
personal  well-wishers,  in  all  quarters  of  his  coun- 
try. Gleim,  for  example,  though  then  eighty 
years  of  age,  and  among  the  last  survivors  of  a 
quite  different  school,  could  not  contain  himself 
with  rapture.  "What  a  divine  genius  (Gott- 
genius)"  thus  wrote  he  some  time  afterwards, 
"  is  our  Friedrich  Richter !  I  am  reading  his 
Blumenstücke  for  the  second  time :  here  is  more 
than  Shakespeare,  said  I,  at  fifty  passages  I  have 
marked.  What  a  divine  genius !  I  wonder  over 
the  human  head,  out  of  which  these  streams,  these 
books,  these  Rhinefalls,  these  Blandusian  foun- 
tains, pour  forth  over  human  nature  to  make  hu- 
man nature  humane ;  and  if  to-day  I  object  to  the 
plan,  object  to  phrases,  to  words,  I  am  contented 
with  all  to-morrow."    The  kind,  lively  old  man, 

VOL.  I.  3  D 


50  BIOGRAPHICAL  SKETCH  OF 

it  appears,  had  sent  him  a  gay  letter,  signed 
"  Septimus  Fixlein,"  with  a  present  of  money  in 
it;  to  which  Richter,  with  great  heartiness  and 
some  curiosity  to  penetrate  the  secret,  made  an- 
swer in  this  very  Blumenstücke ;  and  so  erelong 
a  joyful  acquaintance  and  friendship  was  formed  ; 
Paul  had  visited  Halberstadt,  with  warmest  wel- 
comes, and  sat  for  his  picture  there  (an  oil  paint- 
ing by  Pfenninger),  which  is  still  to  be  seen  in 
Gleim's  Ehrentempel  (Temple  of  Honor).  About 
this  epoch,  too,  the  Reviewing  world,  after  a  long 
conscientious  silence,  again  opened  its  thick,  lips, 
and  in  quite  another  dialect,  screeching  out  a 
rusty  Nunc  Domine  dimittas,  with  considerable 
force  of  pipe,  instead  of  its  last  monosyllabic  and 
unhandsome  grunt.  For  the  credit  of  our  own 
guild,  we  could  have  wished  that  the  Reviewing 
•  world  had  struck  up  its  Dimittas  a  little  sooner. 
In  1797,  the  Widow  Richter  was  taken  away 
from  the  strange  variable  climate  of  this  world, 
we  shall  hope  into  a  sunnier  one  ;  her  kettles  hung 
uuscoured  on  the  wall ;  and  the  spool,  so  often 
filled  with  her  cotton-thread  and  wetted  with  her 
tears,  revolved  no  more.  Poor  old  weather-beaten, 
heavy-laden  soul !  And  yet  a  "  light-beam  from 
on  high  "  was  in  her  also  ;  and  the  "  twelve  shil- 
lings for  Samuel's  new  boots  "  were  more  bounte- 
ous and  more  blessed  than  many  a  King's  ransom. 
Nay,  she  saw,  before  departing,  that  she,  even  she, 
had  "  borne  a  mighty  man  "  ;  and  her  early  sun- 
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shine,  long  drowned  in  deluges,  again  looked  out 
at  evening  with  farewell  sweet. 

The  Hof  household  being  thus  broken  up,  Rich- 
ter for  some  years  led  a  wandering  life.  In  the 
course  of  this  same  1797,  we  find  him  once  more 
in  Leipzig ;  and  truly  under  far  other  circum- 
stances than  of  old.  For  instead  of  silk-stock- 
inged, shovel-hatted,  but  too  imperious  Magisters, 
that  would  not  let  him  occupy  his  own  hired  dog- 
hutch  in  peace,  "  he  here,"  says  Heinrich  Doering,* 
"  became  acquainted  with  the  three  Princesses, 
adorned  with  every  charm  of  person  and  of  mind, 
the  daughters  of  the  Duchess  of  Hildburghausen  ! 
The  Duke,  who  also  did  justice  to  his  extraordi- 
nary merits,  conferred  on  him,  some  years  after- 
wards, the  title  of  Legationsrath  (Councillor  of  Le- 
gation)." To  Princes  and  Princesses,  indeed,  Jean 
Paul  seems,  ever  henceforth,  to  have  had  what  we 
should  reckon  a  surprising  access.  For  example  : 
— "  the  social  circles  where  the  Duchess  Amelia 
(of  Weimar)  was  wont  to  assemble  the  most  tal- 
ented men,  first,  in  Ettersburg,  afterwards  in  Tie- 
furt " ;  —  then  the  "  Duke  of  Meiningen  at  Co- 
burg,  who  had  with  pressing  kindness  invited  him  "  ; 
—  the  Prince  Primate  Dalberg,  who  did  much 
more  than  invite  him ;  —  late  in  life,  "  the  gifted 
Duchess  Dorothea,  in  Löbichau,  of  which  visit  he 
has  himself  commemorated  the  festive  days,"  &c, 
&c. ;  —  all  which  small  matters,  it  appears  to  us, 

*  Leben  Jean  Paul's.    Gotha,  1826. 
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should  be  taken  into  consideration  by  that  class  of 
British  philosophers,  troublesome  in  many  an  in- 
tellectual tea-circle,  who  deduce  the  "  German  bad 
taste  "  from  our  own  old  everlasting  "  want  of  inter- 
course "  ;  whereby,  if  it  so  seemed  good  to  them, 
their  tea,  till  some  less  self-evident  proposition  were 
started,  might  be  "  consumed  with  a  certain  stately 
silence. " 

But  next  year  (1798)  there  came  on  Paul  a  far 
grander  piece  of  good  fortune  than  any  of  these, 
namely,  a  good  wife ;  which,  as  Solomon  has  long 
ago  recorded,  is  a  "  good  thing."  He  had  gone 
from  Leipzig  to  Berlin,  still  busily  writing  ;  "  and 
during  a  longer  residence  in  this  latter  city,"  says 
Doering,  "  Caroline  Mayer,  daughter  of  the  Royal 
Prussian  Privy  Councillor  and  Professor  of  Medi- 
cine, Dr.  John  Andrew  Mayer,"  (these  are  all  his 
titles,)  "  gave  him  her  hand  ;  nay,  even,"  continues 
the  microscopic  Doering,  "as  is  said  in  a  public 
paper,  bestowed  on  him  (aufdrückte*)  the  bride-kiss 
of  her  own  accord."  What  is  still  more  astonish- 
ing, she  is  recorded  to  have  been  a  "  chosen  one 
of  her  sex,"  one  that,  "  like  a  gentle,  guardian, 
care-dispelling  genius,  went  by  his  side  through 
all  his  pilgrimage." 

Shortly  after  this  great  event,  Paul  removed 
with  his  new  wife  to  Weimar,  where  he  seems  to 
have  resided  some  years,  in  high  favor  with  what- 
ever was  most  illustrious  in  that  city.  His  first 
impression  on  Schiller  is  characteristic  enough. 


JEAN  PAUL  FRIEDRICH  RICHTER.  53 

"  Of  Hesperus,"  thus  writes  Schiller,  "  I  have  yet 
made  no  mention  to  you.  I  found  him  pretty 
much  what  I  expected  ;  foreign  like  a  man  fallen 
from  the  Moon  ;  full  of  good-will,  and  heartily  in- 
clined to  see  things  about  him,  but  without  the 
organ  for  seeing  them.  However,  I  have  only 
spoken  to  him  once,  and  so  can  say  little  of 
him."  *  In  answer  to  which,  Goethe  also  ex- 
presses his  love  for  Richter,  but  "  doubts  whether 
in  literary  practice  he  will  ever  fall  in  with  them 
two,  much  as  his  theoretical  creed  inclined  that 
way."  Hesperus  proved  to  have  more  "organ" 
than  Schiller  gave  him  credit  for ;  nevertheless 
Goethe's  doubt  had  not  been  unfounded.  It  was 
to  Herder  that  Paul  chiefly  attached  himself  here ; 
esteeming  the  others  as  high-gifted,  friendly  men, 
but  only  Herder  as  a  teacher  and  spiritual  father ; 
of  which  latter  relation,  and  the  warm  love  and 
gratitude  accompanying  it  on  Paul's  side,  his  writ- 
ings give  frequent  proof.  "  If  Herder  was  not  a 
Poet,"  says  he  once,  "  he  was  something  more,  — 
a  Poem  !  "  With  Wieland  too  he  stood  on  the 
friendliest  footing,  often  walking  out  to  visit  him 
at  Osmanstädt,  whither  the  old  man  had  now  re- 
tired. Perhaps  these  years  spent  at  Weimar,  in 
close  intercourse  with  so  many  distinguished  per- 
sons, were,  in  regard  to  outward  matters,  among 
the  most  instructive  of  Richter' s  life :  in  regard  to 

*  Briefwechsel  zwischen  Schiller  und  Goethe  ( Correspondence  between 
Schiller  and  Goethe),  B.  II.  77. 
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inward  matters,  he  had  already  served,  and  with 
credit,  a  hard  apprenticeship  elsewhere.  We  must 
not  forget  to  mention  that  Titan,  one  of  his  chief 
romances,  (published  at  Berlin  in  1800,)  was  writ- 
ten during  his  abode  at  Weimar ;  so  likewise  the 
Flegeljahre  (Wild  Oats)  ;  and  the  eulogy  of  Char- 
lotte Corday,  which  last,  though  originally  a  Maga- 
zine Essay,  deserves  notice  for  its  bold  eloquence, 
and  the  antique  republican  spirit  manifested  in  it. 
With  respect  to  Titan,  which,  together  with  its 
Comic  Appendix,  forms  six  very  extraordinary 
volumes,  Richter  was  accustomed,  on  all  occa- 
sions, to  declare  it  his  masterpiece,  and  even  the 
best  he  could  ever  hope  to  do ;  though  there  are 
not  wanting  readers  who  continue  to  regard  Hes- 
perus with  preference.  For  ourselves,  we  have 
read  Titan  with  a  certain  disappointment,  after 
hearing  so  much  of  it ;  yet,  on  the  whole,  must 
incline  to  the  Author's  opinion.  One  day  we  hope 
to  afford  the  British  public  some  sketch  of  both 
these  works,  concerning  which,  it  has  been  said, 
there  is  solid  metal  enough  in  them  to  fit  out 
whole  circulating  libraries,  were  it  beaten  into  the 
usual  filigree  ;  and  much  which,  attenuate  it  as 
we  might,  no  Quarterly  Subscriber  could  well  car- 
ry with  him."  Richter's  other  Novels  published 
prior  to  this  period  are  the  Invisible  Lodge ;  the 
Siebenkäs  (or  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Thorn  Pieces)  ; 
the  Life  of  Quintus  Fixlein ;  the  Jabelsenior  (Par- 
son in  Jubilee).    Jean  PauVs  Letters  and  Future 
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History ;  the  Dejeuner  in  Kuhschnappel ;  the  Bio- 
graphical Recreations  under  the  Cranium  of  a 
Giantess,  scarcely  belong  to  this  species.  The 
Novels  published  afterwards,  which  we  may  as 
well  catalogue  here,  are  the  Leben  Fibels  (Life 
of  Fibel)  ;  Katzenberger's  Badereise  (Katzenber- 
gcr's  Journey  to  the  Bath)  ;  Schmelzte' 's  Reise 
nach  Flütz  (Schmelzle's  Journey  to  Flätz)  ;  the 
Comet,  named  also  Nicolaus  Margraf. 

It  seems  to  have  been  about  the  year  1802,  that 
Paul  had  a  pension  bestowed  on  him  by  the 
Fürst  Primas  ( Prince  Primate )  von  Dalberg,  a 
prelate  famed  for  his  munificence,  whom  we  have 
mentioned  above.  What  the  amount  was  we  do 
not  find  specified,  but  only  that  it  "  secured  him 
the  means  of  a  comfortable  life,"  and  was  "  subse- 
quently," we  suppose  after  the  Prince  Primate's  de- 
cease, "  paid  him  by  the  King  of  Bavaria."  On  the 
strength  of  which  fixed  revenue,  Paul  now  estab- 
lished for  himself  a  fixed  household  ;  selecting  for 
this  purpose,  after  various  intermediate  wander- 
ings, the  city  of  Baireuth,  "  with  its  kind  pictu- 
resque environment,"  where,  with  only  brief  occa- 
sional excursions,  he  continued  to  live  and  write. 
We  have  heard  that  he  was  a  man  universally  loved, 
as  well  as  honored  there  :  a  friendly,  true,  and  high- 
minded  man ;  copious  in  speech,  which  was  full 
of  grave,  genuine  humor ;  contented  with  simple 
people  and  simple  pleasures ;  and  himself  of  the 
simplest  habits  and  wishes.    He  had  three  chil- 
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dren  ;  and  a  guardian  angel,  doubtless  not  without 
her  flaws,  yet  a  reasonable  angel  notwithstanding. 
For  a  man  with  such  obdured  Stoicism,  like  triple 
steel,  round  his  breast ;  and  of  such  gentle,  deep- 
lying,  ever-living  springs  of  Love  within  it,  —  all 
this  may  well  have  made  a  happy  life.  Besides, 
Paul  was  of  exemplary,  unwearied  diligence  in  his 
vocation  ;  and  so  had,  at  all  times,  "  perennial, 
fire-proof  Joys,  namely,  Employments."  In  addi- 
tion to  the  latter  part  of  the  Novels  named  above, 
which,  with  the  others,  as  all  of  them  are  more  or 
less  genuine  poetical  productions,  we  feel  reluctant 
to  designate  even  transiently  by  so  despicable  an 
English  word,  — his  philosophical  and  critical  per- 
formances, especially  the  Vorschule  der  Aesthetik 
(Introduction  to  Esthetics),  and  the  Levana 
(Doctrine  of  Education),  belong  wholly  to  Bai- 
reuth  ;  not  to  enumerate  a  multitude  of  miscellane- 
ous writings  (on  moral,  literary,  scientific  subjects, 
but  always  in  a  humorous,  fantastic,  poetic  dress), 
which  of  themselves  might  have  made  the  fortune 
of  no  mean  man.  His  heart  and  conscience,  as 
well  as  his  head  and  hand,  were  in  the  work  ;  from 
which  no  temptation  could  withdraw  him.  "  I  hold 
my  duty,"  says  he  in  these  Biographical  Notes, 
"  not  to  lie  in  enjoying  or  acquiring,  but  in  writ- 
ing, —  whatever  time  it  may  cost,  whatever  money 
may  be  forborne,  —  nay,  whatever  pleasure  ;  for 
example,  that  of  seeing  Switzerland,  which  nothing 
but  the  sacrifice  of  time  forbids."  —  u  I  deny  my- 
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self  my  evening  meal  (  Vesperessen  )  in  my  eager- 
ness to  work,  but  the  interruptions  by  my  children  I 
cannot  deny  myself."  And  again:  "A  Poet,  who 
presumes  to  give  poetic  delight,  should  contemn  and 
willingly  forbear  all  enjoyments,  the  sacrifice  of 
which  affects  not  his  creative  powers ;  that  so  he 
may  perhaps  delight  a  century  and  a  whole  people." 
In  Richter's  advanced  years,  it  was  happy  for  him 
that  he  could  say  :  "  When  I  look  at  what  has  been 
made  out  of  me,  I  must  thank  God  that  I  paid  no 
heed  to  external  matters,  neither  to  time  nor  toil, 
nor  profit  nor  loss  ;  the  thing  is  there,  and  the  in- 
struments that  did  it  I  have  forgotten,  and  none 
else  knows  them.  In  this  wise  has  the  unimportant 
series  of  moments  been  changed  into  something 
higher  that  remains."  —  "I  have  described  so 
much,"  says  he  elsewhere,  "  and  I  die  without  ever 
having  seen  Switzerland,  and  the  Ocean,  and  so 
many  other  sights.  But  the  Ocean  of  Eternity  I 
shall  in  no  case  fail  to  see." 

A  heavy  stroke  fell  on  him  in  the  year  1821, 
when  his  only  son,  a  young  man  of  great  prom- 
ise, died  at  the  University.  Paul  lost  not  his 
composure ;  but  was  deeply,  incurably  wounded. 
"  Epistolary  lamentations  on  my  misfortune,"  says 
he,  "  I  read  unmoved,  for  the  bitterest  is  to  be 
heard  within  myself,  and  I  must  shut  the  ears  of 
my  soul  to  it ;  but  a  single  new  trait  of  Max's  fair 
nature  opens  the  whole  lacerated  heart  asunder 
again,  and  it  can  only  drive  its  blood  into  the 
3* 
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eyes."  New  personal  sufferings  awaited  him :  a 
decay  of  health,  and  what  to  so  indefatigable  a 
reader  and  writer  was  still  worse,  a  decay  of  eye- 
sight, increasing  at  last  into  almost  total  blindness. 
This  too  he  bore  with  his  old  steadfastness,  cheer- 
fully seeking  what  help  was  to  be  had  ;  and  when 
no  hope  of  help  remained,  still  cheerfully  laboring 
at  his  vocation,  though  in  sickness  and  in  blind- 
ness.* Dark  without,  he  was  inwardly  full  of 
light ;  busied  on  his  favorite  theme,  the  Immortal- 
ity of  the  Soul ;  when  (on  the  14th  of  November, 
1825)  Death  came,  and  Paul's  work  was  all  ac- 
complished, and  that  great  question  settled  for 
him  on  far  higher  and  indisputable  evidence.  The 
unfinished  Volume  (which  under  the  title  of  Se- 
lina  we  now  have  )  was  carried  on  his  bier  to  the 
grave  :  for  his  funeral  was  public,  and  in  Baireuth, 
and  elsewhere,  all  possible  honor  was  done  to  his 
memory. 

In  regard  to  Paul's  character  as  a  man  we  have 
little  to  say,  beyond  what  the  facts  of  this  Narra- 
tive have  already  said  more  plainly  than  in  words. 
We  learn  from  all  quarters,  in  one  or  the  other 
dialect,  that  the  pure,  high  morality  which  adorns 

*  He  begins  a  letter  applying  for  spectacles  (August,  1824)  in  these 
terms  :  "  Since  last  winter,  ray  eyes  (the  left  had,  already  without 
cataract,  been  long  half  blind,  and,  like  Reviewers  and  Litterateurs, 
read  nothing  but  title-pages)  have  been  seized  by  a  daily  increasing 
Night-Ultra  and  Encmy-to-Light,  who,  did  I  not  withstand  him,  would 
shortly  drive  mc  into  the  Orcus  of  Amaurosis.  Then,  Addio,  opera 
omnia  !  "  —  Doering,  32. 
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his  writings  stamped  itself  also  on  his  life  and 
actions.  "  He  was  a  tender  husband  and  father," 
says  Doering,  "  and  goodness  itself  towards  his 
friends  and  all  that  was  near  him."  The  signifi- 
cance of  such  a  spirit  as  Richter's,  practically  man- 
ifested in  such  a  life,  is  deep  and  manifold,  and  at 
this  era  will  merit  careful  study.  For  the  present, 
however,  we  must  leave  it,  in  this  degree  of  clear- 
ness, to  the  reader's  own  consideration  ;  another 
and  still  more  immediately  needful  department  of 
our  task  still  remains  for  us. 

Richter's  intellectual  and  literary  character  is, 
perhaps,  in  a  singular  degree  the  counterpart  and 
image  of  his  practical  and  moral  character :  his 
Works  seem  to  us  a  more  than  usually  faithful 
transcript  of  his  mind  ;  written  with  great  warmth 
direct  from  the  heart,  and,  like  himself,  wild, 
strong,  original,  sincere.  Viewed  under  any  as- 
pect, whether  as  Thinker,  Moralist,  Satirist,  Poet, 
he  is  a  phenomenon ;  a  vast,  many-sided,  tumul- 
tuous, yet  noble  nature  ;  for  faults,  as  for  merits, 
"  Jean  Paul  the  Unique."  In  all  departments, 
we  find  in  him  a  subduing  force  ;  but  a  lawless, 
untutored,  as  it  were  half-savage  force.  Thus, 
for  example,  few  understandings  known  to  us  are 
of  a  more  irresistible  character  than  Richter's ; 
but  its  strength  is  a  natural,  unarmed,  Orson-like 
strength  ;  he  does  not  cunningly  undermine  his 
subject,  and  lay  it  open,  by  syllogistic  implements, 
or  any  rule  of  art ;  but  he  crushes  it  to  pieces  in 
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his  arms,  he  treads  it  asunder,  not  without  gay 
triumph,  under  his  feet ;  and  so  in  almost  mon- 
strous fashion,  yet  with  piercing  clearness,  lays 
bare  the  inmost  heart  and  core  of  it  to  all  eyes. 
In  passion  again,  there  is  the  same  wild  vehe- 
mence: it  is  a  voice  of  softest  pity,  of  endless, 
boundless  wailing,  a  voice  as  of  Kachel  weeping 
for  her  children  ;  —  or  the  fierce  bellowing  of  lions 
amid  savage  forests.  Thus,  too,  he  not  only  loves 
Nature,  but  he  revels  in  her;  plunges  into  her 
infinite  bosom,  and  fills  his  whole  heart  to  intoxi- 
cation with  her.  charms.  He  tells  us  that  he  was 
wont  to  study,  to  write,  almost  to  live,  in  the  open 
air ;  and  no  skyey  aspect  was  so  dismal  that  it  al- 
together wanted  beauty  for  him.  We  know  of  no 
Poet  with  so  deep  and  passionate  and  universal  a 
feeling  towards  Nature  :  "  from  the  solemn  phases 
of  the  starry  heaven  to  the  simple  floweret  of  the 
meadow,  his  eye  and  his  heart  are  open  for  her 
charms  and  her  mystic  meanings."  But  what 
most  of  all  shadows  forth  the  inborn,  essential  tem- 
per of  Paul's  mind,  is  the  sportfnlness,  the  wild, 
heart-felt  Humor,  which,  in  his  highest  as  in  his 
lowest  moods,  ever  exhibits  itself  as  a  quite  insep- 
arable ingredient.  His  Humor,  with  all  its  wild- 
ness,  is  of  the  gravest  and  kindliest,  a  genuine 
Humor ;  "  consistent  with  utmost  earnestness,  or 
rather,  inconsistent  with  the  want  of  it."  But  on 
the  whole,  it  is  impossible  for  him  to  write  in  other 
than  a  humorous  manner,  be  his  subject  what  it 
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may.  His  Philosophical  Treatises,  nay,  as  we  have 
seen,  his  Autobiography  itself,  everything  that 
comes  from  him,  is  encased  in  some  quaint  fan- 
tastic framing;  and  roguish  eyes  (yet  with  a 
strange  sympathy  in  the  matter,  for  his  Humor,  as 
we  said,  is  heart-felt  and  true)  look  out  on  us 
through  many  a  grave  delineation.  In  his  Novels, 
above  all,  this  is  ever  an  indispensable  quality,  and, 
indeed,  announces  itself  in  the  very  entrance  of 
the  business,  often  even  on  the  title-page.  Think, 
for  instance,  of  that  Selection  from  the  Papers  of 
the  Devil;  Hesperus,  or  the  Dog-post-days ;  &ie- 
benkäs's  Wedded-life,  Death  and  Nuptials  ! 

"The  first  aspect  of  these  peculiarities,"  says  one  of 
Richter' s  English  critics,  "cannot  prepossess  us  in  his. 
favor;  we  are  too  forcibly  reminded  of  theatrical  clap- 
traps and  literary  quackery :  nor  on  opening  one  of  the 
works  themselves  is  the  case  much  mended.  Piercing 
gleams  of  thought  do  not  escape  us  ;  singular  truths,  con- 
veyed in  a  form  as  singular;  grotesque,  and  often  truly 
ludicrous  delineations ;  pathetic,  magnificent,  far-sounding 
passages ;  effusions  full  of  wit,  knowledge,  and  imagina- 
tion, but  difficult  to  bring  under  any  rubric  whatever ;  all 
the  elements,  in  short,  of  a  glorious  intellect,  but  dashed 
together  in  such  wild  arrangement,  that  their  order  seems 
the  very  ideal  of  confusion.  The  style  and  structure  of 
the  book  appear  alike  incomprehensible.  The  narrative 
is  every  now  and  then  suspended,  to  make  way  for  some 
1  Extra-leaf,'  some  wild  digression  upon  any  subject  but 
the  one  in  hand  ;  the  language  groans  with  indescribable 
metaphors,  and  allusions  to  all  things  human  and  divine ; 
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flowing  onward,  not  like  a  river,  but  like  an  inundation; 
circling  in  complex  eddies,  chafing  and  gurgling,  now  this 
way,  now  that,  till  the  proper  current  sinks  out  of  view, 
amid  the  boundless  uproar.  We  close  the  work  with  a 
mingled  feeling  of  astonishment,  oppression,  and  perplex- 
ity ;  and  Richter  stands  before  us  in  brilliant  cloudy 
vagueness,  a  giant  mass  of  intellect,  but  without  form, 
beauty,  or  intelligible  purpose. 

"  To  readers  who  believe  that  intrinsic  is  inseparable 
from  superficial  excellence,  and  that  nothing  can  be  good 
or  beautiful  which  is  not  to  be  seen  through  in  a  moment, 
Richter  can  occasion  little  difficulty.  They  admit  him 
to  be  a  man  of  vast  natural  endowments,  but  he  is  utterly 
uncultivated,  and  without  command  of  them;  full  of 
monstrous  affectation,  the  very  high-priest  of  Bad  Taste ; 
knows  not  the  art  of  writing,  scarcely  that  there  is  such 
an  art ;  an  insane  visionary,  floating  forever  among  base- 
less dreams  that  hide  the  firm  earth  from  his  view:  an 
intellectual  Polyphemus,  in  short,  a  monstrum  horrendum, 
informe,  ingens,  (carefully  adding)  cui  lumen  ademptum  ; 
and  they  close  their  verdict  reflectively  with  his  own 
praiseworthy  maxim :  '  Providence  has  given  to  the  Eng- 
lish the  empire  of  the  sea,  to  the  French  that  of  the  land, 
to  the  Germans  that  of  —  the  air.' 

"  In  this  way  the  matter  is  adjusted ;  briefly,  comfort- 
ably, and  wrong.  The  casket  was  difficult  to  open :  did 
we  know,  by  its  very  shape,  that  there  was  nothing  in 
it,  that  so  we  should  cast  it  into  the  sea?  Affectation  is 
often  singularity,  but  singularity  is  not  always  affecta- 
tion. If  the  nature  and  condition  of  a  man  be  really  and 
truly,  not  conceitedly  and  untruly,  singular,  so  also  will 
his  manner  be,  so  also  ought  it  to  be.    Affectation  is  the 
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product  of  Falsehood,  a  heavy  sin,  and  the  parent  of 
numerous  heavy  sins;  let  it  be  severely  punished,  but 
not  too  lightly  imputed.  Scarcely  any  mortal  is  abso- 
lutely free  from  it,  neither  most  probably  is  Richter ;  but 
it  is  in  minds  of  another  substance  than  his  that  it  grows 
to  be  the  ruling  product.  Moreover,  he  is  actually  not 
a  visionary ;  but,  with  all  his  visions,  will  be  found  to  see 
the  firm  Earth,  in  its  whole  figures  and  relations,  much 
more  clearly  than  thousands  of  such  critics,  who  too  prob- 
ably can  see  nothing  else.  Far  from  being  untrained  or 
uncultivated,  it  will  surprise  these  persons  to  discover 
that  few  men  have  studied  the  art  of  writing,  and  many 
other  arts  besides,  more  carefully  than  he;  that  his  Vor- 
scltuh  der  Aesthetih  abounds  with  deep  and  sound  maxims 
of  criticism  ;  in  the  course  of  which,  many  complex  works, 
his  own  among  others,  are  rigidly  and  justly  tried,  and 
even  the  graces  and  minutest  qualities  of  style  are  by  no 
means  overlooked  or  unwisely  handled. 

"  Withal,  there  is  something  in  Richter  that  incites  us 
to  a  second,  to  a  third  perusal.  His  works  are  hard  to 
understand,  but  they  always  have  a  meaning,  often  a  true 
and  deep  one.  In  our  closer,  more  comprehensive  glance, 
their  truth  steps  forth  with  new  distinctness,  their  error 
dissipates  and  recedes,  passes  into  veniality,  often  even 
into  beauty;  and  at  last  the  thick  haze  which  encircled 
the  form  of  the  writer  melts  away,  and  he  stands  revealed 
to  us  in  his  own  steadfast  features,  a  colossal  spirit,  a 
lofty  and  original  thinker,  a  genuine  poet,  a  high-minded, 
true,  and  most  amiable  man. 

"  I  have  called  him  a  colossal  spirit,  for  this  impression 
continues  with  us :  to  the  last  we  figure  him  as  some- 
thing gigantic :  for  all  the  elements  of  his  structure  are 
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vast)  and  combined  together  in  living  and  life-giving, 
rather  than  in  beautiful  or  symmetrical  order.  His  in- 
tellect is  keen,  impetuous,  far-grasping,  fit  to  rend  in 
pieces  the  stubbornest  materials,  and  extort  from  them 
their  most  hidden  and  refractory  truth.  In  his  Humor 
he  sports  with  the  highest  and  the  lowest,  he  can  play 
at  bowls  with  the  Sun  and  Moon.  His  Imagination  opens 
for  us  the  Land  of  Dreams ;  we  sail  with  him  through 
the  boundless  Abyss  ;  and  the  secrets  of  Space,  and  Time, 
and  Life,  and  Annihilation  hover  round  us  in  dim,  cloudy 
forms ;  and  darkness,  and  immensity,  and  dread  encom- 
pass and  overshadow  us.  Nay,  in  handling  the  smallest 
matter,  he  works  it  with  the  tools  of  a  giant.  A  com- 
mon truth  is  wrenched  from  its  old  combinations,  and 
presented  us  in  new,  impassable,  abysmal  contrast  with 
its  opposite  error.  A  trifle,  some  slender  character,  some 
jest,  or  quip,  or  spiritual  toy,  is  shaped  into  most  quaint, 
yet  often  truly  living  form ;  but  shaped  somehow  as  with 
the  hammer  of  Vulcan,  with  three  strokes  that  might 
have  helped  to  forge  an  JEgis.  The  treasures  of  his 
mind  are  of  a  similar  description  with  the  mind  itself ; 
his  knowledge  is  gathered  from  all  the  kingdoms  of  Art, 
and  Science,  and  Nature,  and  lies  round  him  in  huge 
unwieldy  heaps.  His  very  language  is  Titanian ;  deep, 
strong,  tumultuous ;  shining  with  a  thousand  hues,  fused 
from  a  thousand  elements,  and  winding  in  labyrinthic 
mazes. 

"  Among  Richter's  gifts,"  continues  this  critic,  K  the 
first  that  strikes  us  as  truly  great  is  his  Imagination;  for 
he  loves  to  dwell  in  the  loftiest  and  most  solemn  prov- 
inces of  thought ;  his  works  abound  with  mysterious  alle- 
gories, visions,  and  typical  adumbrations;  his  Dreams,  in 


JEAN  r AUL  FRIEDRICH  RICHTER. 


65 


particular,  have  a  gloomy  vastness,  broken  here  and  there 
by  wild,  far-darting  splendor ;  and  shadowy  forms  of  mean- 
ing rise  dimly  from  the  bosom  of  the  void  Infinite.  Yet, 
if  I  mistake  not,  Humor  is  his  ruling  quality,  the  quality 
which  lives  most  deeply  in  his  inward  nature,  and  most 
strongly  influences  his  manner  of  being.  In  this  rare 
gift,  for  none  is  rarer  than  true  Humor,  he  stands  unri- 
valled in  his  own  country,  and  among  late  writers  in 
every  other.  To  describe  Humor  is  difficult  at  all  times, 
and  would  perhaps  be  more  than  usually  difficult  in 
Richter's  case.  Like  all  his  other  qualities,  it  is  vast, 
rude,  irregular ;  often  perhaps  overstrained  and  extrav- 
agant :  yet,  fundamentally,  it  is  genuine  Humor,  the  Hu- 
mor of  Cervantes  and  Sterne  ;  the  product  not  of  Con- 
tempt, but  of  Love,  not  of  superficial  distortion  of  natural 
forms,  but  of  deep  though  playful  sympathy  with  all 

forms  of  Nature  

"  So  long  as  Humor  will  avail  him,  his  management 
even  of  higher  and  stronger  characters  may  still  be  pro- 
nounced successful ;  but  wherever  Humor  ceases  to  be 
applicable,  his  success  is  more  or  less  imperfect.  In  the 
treatment  of  heroes  proper  he  is  seldom  completely 
happy.  They  shoot  into  rugged  exaggeration  in  his 
hands :  their  sensibility  becomes  too  copious  and  tearful, 
their  magnanimity  too  fierce,  abrupt,  and  thorough-going. 
In  some  few  instances,  they  verge  towards  absolute  fail- 
ure :  compared  with  their  less  ambitious  brethren,  they 
are  almost  of  a  vulgar  cast :  with  all  their  brilliancy  and 
vigor,  too  like  that  positive,  determinate,  volcanic  class 
of  personages  whom  we  meet  with  so  frequently  in  Nov- 
els ;  they  call  themselves  Men,  and  do  their  utmost  to 
prove  the  assertion,  but  they  cannot  make  us  believe  it ; 
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for  after  all  their  vaporing  and  storming,  we  see  well 
enough  that  they  are  but  Engines,  with  no  more  life  than 
the  Freethinkers'  model  in  Martinus  Scriblerus,  the  Nu- 
remberg Man,  who  operated  by  a  combination  of  pipes 
and  levers,  and  though  he  could  breathe  and  digest  per- 
fectly, and  even  reason  as  well  as  most  country  parsons, 
was  made  of  wood  and  leather.  In  the  general  conduct 
of  such  histories  and  delineations,  Richter  seldom  appears 
to  advantage  ;  the  incidents  are  often  startling  and  extrav- 
agant ;  the  whole  structure  of  the  story  has  a  rugged, 
broken,  huge,  artificial  aspect,  and  will  not  assume  the  air 
of  truth.  Yet  its  chasms  are  strangely  filled  up  with  the 
costliest  materials;  a  world,  a  universe  of  wit,  and  knowl- 
edge, and  fancy,  and  imagination,  has  sent  its  fairest  pro- 
ducts to  adorn  the  edifice  ;  the  rude  and  rent  Cyclopean 
walls  are  resplendent  with  jewels  and  beaten  gold ;  rich 
stately  foliage  screens  it,  the  balmiest  odors  encircle  it ; 
we  stand  astonished  if  not  captivated,  delighted  if  not 
charmed,  by  the  artist  and  his  art." 

With  these  views,  so  far  as  they  go,  we  see  little 
reason  to  disagree.  There  is  doubtless  a  deeper 
meaning  in  the  matter,  but  perhaps  this  is  not  the 
season  for  evolving  it. 

A  Poet,  and  among  the  highest  of  his  time,  we 
must  reckon  Richter,  though  he  wrote  no  verses  ; 
a  Philosopher,  though  he  promulgated  no  sys- 
tems :  for  on  the  whole,  that  "  Divine  Idea  of  the 
World"  stood  in  clear  ethereal  light  before  his 
mind  ;  he  recognized  the  Invisible,  even  under  the 
mean  forms  of  these  days,  and  with  a  high,  strong, 
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not  uninspired  heart,  strove  to  represent  it  in  the 
Visible,  and  published  tidings  of  it  to  his  fellow- 
men.  *  This  one  virtue,  the  foundation  of  all  other 
virtues,  and  which  a  long  study  more  and  more 
clearly  reveals  to  us  in  Jean  Paul,  will  cover  far 
greater  sins  than  his  were.  It  raises  him  into  quite 
another  sphere  than  that  of  the  thousand  elegant 
sweet-singers,  and  cause-and-effect  philosophers,  in 
his  own  country,  or  in  this ;  the  million  Novel- 
manufacturers,  Sketchers,  practical  Discoursers, 
and  so  forth,  not  once  reckoned  in.  Such  a  man 
we  can  safely  recommend  to  universal  study ;  and 
for  those  who,  in  the  actual  state  of  matters, 
may  the  most  blame  him,  repeat  the  ol&  maxim : 
"  What  is  extraordinary,  try  to  look  at  with  your 
own  eyes." 


lower,  Fruit,  and 
Thorn  Pieces. 


TRANSLATOR'S  PREFACE. 


ITH  the  exception  of  a  short  narrative  en- 
titled Quintus  Fixlein,  translated  and  pub- 
lished about  seventeen  years  ago  by  Carlyle 
in  his  volumes  of  German  Romance,  the 
present,  it  is  believed,  is  the  only  other  work  of  the  au- 
thor presented  to  the  English  public  in  an  unmutilated 
shape.* 

Considering  the  high  rank  held  by  Richter  in  Ger- 
man literature,  and  that  his  works,  written  mostly  in  an 
amusing  form,  treat  of  subjects  interesting  to  every  read- 
er,—  for  they  have  humanity  for  their  text,  —  it  may 
seem  surprising  that  long  ere  this  there  have  not  been 
found  many  willing  to  undertake  the  pleasing  task  of 
introducing  so  celebrated  an  author,  and  so  good  a  man, 
to  our  more  intimate  acquaintance. 

The  reason  generally  assigned  for  this  omission  has 
been,  that  the  novels  of  Jean  Paul  are  written  in  so 

*  This  Preface  was  written  eighteen  years  ago.  Since  then,  "  Ti- 
tan," Jean  Paul's  great  romance,  has  been  translated  and  published  in 
America.  Other  writings  of  Kichter  have  also  been  translated  and 
printed  since  1845. 
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grotesque  and  obscure  a  style,  that  many,  even  of  his 
German  readers,  find  difficulty  in  understanding  them, 
and  therefore  it  was  not  to  be  expected  that  a  transla- 
tion could  render  them  sufficiently  intelligible  to  for- 
eigners, to  whom  his  strange  mode  of  expression  must 
naturally  be  still  less  familiar. 

The  above  opinion  has  but  a  slight  foundation  in 
truth;  for  though  Richter  may  justly  be  pronounced  a 
writer  not  easy  to  be  understood,  certainly  not  one  whom 
"he  who  runs  may  read,"  yet  it  is  not  his  language  or 
style  that  is  obscure,  nor  is  there  anything  in  his  mode 
of  expression,  besides  the  idiom  common  to  all  languages, 
which  would  render  his  meaning  naturally  more  famil- 
iar to  his  own  countrymen  than  to  foreigners.  The 
difficulty  in  comprehending  Richter  lies  in  his  own  origi- 
nality. It  is  less  national  than  universal.  It  is  to  be 
sought  in  the  matter  of  his  writings,  —  in  the  mass  of 
knowledge,  accumulated  from  every  source,  of  science, 
art,  history,  biography,  national  manners  and  customs, 
even  from  the  different  professional  branches,  —  by  which 
he  illustrates  his  ideas ;  and  sometimes,  it  must  be  ad- 
mitted, expresses  them  in  so  ornamented  and  flowery 
a  manner,  that,  beneath  the  complicated  tracery  of  simile 
and  metaphor,  the  original  simple  outline  of  his  thought 
is  in  frequent  danger  of  being  lost.  If,  therefore,  we 
except  the  occasional  passages  that  bear  allusion  to  the 
local  manners  and  customs  of  his  own  country,  which, 
of  course,  always  more  or  less  require  explanation,  there 
is  on  the  surface  no  reason  why  the  works  of  Jean 
Paul  should  not  be  comprehended  and  relished  by  the 
English  as  well  as  by  the  German  public. 

But  there  are  perhaps  other  and  deeper  causes  than 
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his  want  of  simplicity  why  Jean  Paul  should  not  be- 
come popular  among  us ;  and  these  to  many  readers 
may  also  serve  to  render  him  less  intelligible  than  other 
writers.  Without  intending  to  offer  an  apology  for  Jean 
Paul,  which,  considering  his  established  European  repu- 
tation, would  be  presumption  on  the  part  of  the  writer, 
and  derogatory  to  the  English  reader,  the  translator 
would  yet  claim  indulgence  for  a  few  remarks  on  his 
peculiarities,  especially  in  reference  to  the  present  work, 
with  the  hope  of  averting  the  hasty  condemnation  of 
some  least  familiar  with  German  literature. 

There  is  much  in  the  spirit  of  German  authors  gen- 
erally, and  of  Jean  Paul  in  particular,  that  is  opposed  to 
the  national  taste  of  England,  but,  as  Novalis  remarks, 
Germanism  and  Anglicism,  like  every  other  national 
individuality,  are  but  types  of  the  human,  to  be  found 
everywhere,  though  more  general  in  their  respective 
countries.  The  authors  of  Germany  are  freer  and  bolder 
than  we  are,  less  confined  in  the  expression  of  their 
thoughts  by  all  that  regards  the  forms,  observances,  and 
doctrines  of  common  life.  Literature  is  to  them  as  a 
wide,  unenclosed  common  ;  a  sort  of  debatable  ground, 
on  which,  as  by  universal  assent,  every  one  may  freely 
express  his  sentiments  and  opinions,  without  either  giving 
offence  or  losing  caste  in  the  degree  which  would  be 
the  consequence  of  a  like  openness  in  this  country. 
Hence  they  have  been  considered  visionary  and  irre- 
ligious ;  but  surely  this  is  too  hasty  a  judgment. 

The  tendency  of  the  German  mind  is  more  intellect- 
ual and  speculative,  that  of  the  English  more  sentimen- 
tal and  conservative ;  therefore  they  naturally  come  into 
opposition.    But  may  not  one  be  as  extreme  as  the 
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other,  and  may  there  not  be  a  better  juste  milieu  than 
either  ? 

As  the  charge  of  being  visionary,  however  well 
founded  in  some  instances,  is  not  the  fault  likely  to  be 
urged  against  Richter,  it  need  not  now  be  entered 
upon:  but  we  know  that  the  theoretical  element  is  as 
necessary  to  the  true  practical  as  the  mechanical  or 
material ;  and  many  are  the  useful  inventions  we  owe, 
in  part  at  least,  to  German  speculation.  With  respect 
to  the  more  serious  charge  of  irreligion,  in  as  far  as 
it  concerns  our  author,  the  reader  should  judge  less 
by  detached  expressions  and  free  modes  of  speech,  than 
by  the  pervading  spirit  and  tendency  of  his  writings 
as  a  whole.  We  shall  know  whether  or  not  an  author 
is  religious  by  his  fruits;  and  his  whole  work  is  the 
matured  fruit  of  his  mind :  a  detached  saying  is  but  a 
leaf,  a  blossom,  or  a  portion  of  the  rind,  which  in  the 
sweetest  fruits  is  often  bitter. 

Judged  in  this  way,  therefore,  Jean  Paul  will  be  found 
in  his  works,  as  he  was  in  life  and  practice,  eminently 
religious ;  but  his  is  a  religion  which  would  embrace 
all  creeds  and  all  sects.  He  is  the  preacher  of  immor- 
tality, —  of  a  loftier,  more  liberal  humanity ! 

Besides  these  more  serious  charges  affecting  German 
literature  in  general,  there  are  many  other  minor  pe- 
culiarities of  this  author,  which,  condemned  as  faults, 
are  urged  as  a  reason  why  extracts  from  his  compo- 
sitions would  be  a  more  acceptable  offering  to  the  Eng- 
lish public  than  any  translation  of  a  whole  work.  These 
may  be  summed  up  as  follows  :  —  a  forced  introduction 
and  elaboration  of  irrelevant  matter  ;  as  already  men- 
tioned, a  great  want  of  simplicity  ;  and,  lastly,  a  very 
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heavy  and  far-fetched  humor,  or  unsuccessful  attempts 
at  humor. 

To  all  this  Jean  Paul  may  plead  guilty ;  and  yet, 
granting  to  our  own  countrymen  the  superiority  of  taste 
and  elegance  of  writing,  these  defects  do  not  amount  to 
any  sufficient  ground  for  denying  his  works  a  consecutive 
reading.  True,  he  has  good  and  excellent  things,  ac- 
knowledged as  such  by  all,  passages  of  grandeur  and 
beauty  such  as  are  to  be  found  in  few  other  authors; 
and  these  would  make  a  large  volume,  or  many  volumes, 
of  "  beauties " ;  but  by  these  beauties  Jean  Paul  would 
never  be  known.  As  well  might  we  detach  the  best- 
executed  portions  of  a  landscape  of  Claude,  or  of  a 
painting  of  Raphael,  and  expect  to  know  the  artist,  as 
by  such  extracts  expect  to  obtain  a  just  estimate  of  Jean 
Paul ;  for  Jean  Paul  is  an  artist  in  the  true  sense  of  the 
word.  In  what  is  the  artist  principally  distinguished 
from  the  good  designer,  the  good  colorist  ?  In  what  but 
in  the  pervading  harmony,  the  nameless  spirit,  that  is 
breathed,  as  a  golden  glowing  vapor,  over  the  whole 
composition,  as  in  Claude's  sunsets ;  the  due  proportion 
of  light  and  shadow  ;  the  bold  relief  of  the  one  object, 
the  subordination  of  the  others ;  the  delicate  touch  that, 
while  maintaining  the  breadth,  yet  gives  so  much  to  the 
imagination ;  in  a  word,  that  wonderful  power  of  genius, 
of  revealing  the  infinite  in  the  finite. 

It  is  the  same  in  literature  as  in  art.  All  this  is  lost 
when  a  work  is  not  contemplated  as  a  whole.  Where 
would  be  the  superiority  of  Shakespeare,  had  we  only  pre- 
served his  finest  passages  ?  How  immensely  are  we  re- 
paid by  the  excellence  above  hinted  at  for  all  the  faults 
and  coarseness  of  which  he  may  be  justly  accused  !  How 
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truly  is  he  proved  the  poet  by  his  finished  work,  wherein 
the  comic  and  tragic,  like  sunshine  and  shadow,  are  com- 
bined so  as  to  give  a  true  image  of  human  life  !  Thus, 
too,  should  Richter  be  judged;  and  unless  he  is  misled 
by  his  partiality,  the  translator  believes  that  on  this 
ground  —  for  his  Shakespearian  touches  —  the  readers 
of  Jean  Paul  will  pardon  him  the  moments  of  ennui 
he  may  occasion  them. 

Neither  must  his  peculiarities  be  altogether  looked 
upon  in  the  light  of  blemishes.  His  richness  and  re- 
dundancy of  language  and  imagery  must  not  always  be 
condemned, — judged  by  the  one  principle  of  simplicity. 
The  effect  of  his  gorgeous  descriptions  is  sublime,  and 
may  be  compared  to  the  richly  ornamented  Gothic  spires 
of  his  fatherland.  Who  would  criticise  the  cathedral 
by  the  standard  of  the  Greek  temple  ? 

Enough,  and  too  much,  has  perhaps  been  said  on  this 
subject.  After  all,  Jean  Paul  Richter  stands  on  firm 
ground ;  and  his  noble  poet's  soul  may  fearlessly  en- 
counter the  judgment  of  every  nation.  Some  he  will 
please  ;  others  will  criticise,  perhaps  lightly  condemn ; 
but  still  he  stands  upright,  well  able  to  endure  any 
fierce  storms  of  criticism,  —  a  man  of  the  loftiest  intel- 
lect, of  the  tenderest  sympathies,  —  a  man  whom  we 
love  even  more  than  we  admire,  —  "  Jean  Paul  der 
Einzige" 


Flower,  Fruit,  and  Thorn 
Pieces. 

A  TRUE  THORN-PIECE. 

CHAPTER  I. 

Wedding-Day  after  the  Day  of  Respite.  —  The  Two  Like- 
nesses. —  DlSH-QuiNTETT    IN    TWO    PARTS.  —  SlX    ARMS  AND 

Hasds. 

IEBENKÄS,  advocate  of  the  poor  in  the  little 
imperial  market-town  of  Kuhschnappel,  had 
spent  the  whole  day  at  his  garret-window  look- 
ing out  for  his  bride,  who  was  to  arrive  from 
Augsburg  a  little  before  the  daily  church-service,  that  she 
might  have  time  just  to  take  something  warm  before  the 
hour  of  prayers  and  the  commencement  of  the  marriage- 
ceremony. 

The  Schulrath*  of  the  place,  who  happened  to  be  com- 
ing back  from  Augsburg,  had  promised  to  bring  the 
betrothed  with  him  as  a  return-load,  and  to  fasten  her 
trousseau  on  his  trunk  behind. 

She  was  by  birth  a  citizen  of  Augsburg,  only  daughter 

*  Member  of  the  Board  of  Education.  It  is  usual  in  Germany  to 
address  people  by  their  professional  and  official  titles.  —  Tr. 
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of  the  late  Lutheran  clerk  of  the  senate,  Egelkraut,  and 
resided  in  the  Fuggery,  in  a  spacious  house,  which  was 
probably  larger  than  many  a  saloon.  Nor  was  she  with- 
out fortune,  for,  unlike  pensioned  court-soubrettes,  she 
lived  by  her  own  labor,  and  not  on  that  of  others.  She 
was  in  possession  of^the  newest  head-dresses  sooner  even 
than  the  richest  young  ladies  of  the  place,  but  so  fashioned 
that  no  duck  could  put  them  on  ;  and  after  these  Lilipu- 
tian  models  she  made  up  the  prettiest  caps  on  a  large 
scale,  if  they  were  but  ordered  a  few  days  beforehand. 

While  he  was  waiting,  all  Siebenkäs  did  was  to  swear 
once  or  twice  that  seeking  was  invented  by  the  devil,  and 
waiting  by  his  grandmother.  At  length,  while  it  was  yet 
early,  there  came,  instead  of  his  bride,  a  night-courier 
with  a  letter  from  the  Schulrath,  saying  that  he  and  the 
betrothed  could  not  possibly  arrive  before  Tuesday.  She 
was  still  working  at  her  wedding-dress  ;  and  he  was  en- 
gaged in  the  libraries  of  the  ex-Jesuits,  of  the  Privy- 
Councillor  Zopf,  and  the  brothers  Veith,  and  in  some  of 
the  city -gates.  (In  these  latter,  as  is  well  known,  the  Ro- 
man antiquities  are  preserved.) 

But,  to  the  butterfly-proboscis  of  Siebenkäs,  enough 
honey-cells  were  still  open  in  every  blue  thistle-blossom 
of  destiny.  Now,  on  this  leisure  Monday  he  could  file 
and  plane,  and  put  the  finishing  touches  to  his  room. 
He  could  brush  with  his  pens  the  writing-sand  and  dust 
from  his  table,  —  could  rout  out  the  nest  of  papers  from 
behind  the  mirror,  —  with  inexpressible  labor  rub  the 
porcelain  inkstand  whiter,  —  and  arrange  in  more  promi- 
nent order,  and  with  better  effect,  the  butter-bowl  and 
coffee-cups  on  the  throne  of  his  cupboard.  He  could 
likewise  scour  the  brass  nails  on  his  grandfather's  arm- 
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chair,  until  they  shone  as  bright  and  yellow  as  butter- 
cups. 

Ennui  was  his  only  motive  for  undertaking  this  addi- 
tional temple-purification  ;  for  all  that  a  scholar  considers 
to  be  such  is  the  arrangement  of  his  books  and  papers. 
The  advocate  also  maintained  that  the  love  of  order,  prop- 
erly explained,  meant  nothing  but  a  person's  talent  for 
putting  a  thing  twenty  years  in  the  same  place,  —  the 
place  itself  might  be  anywhere. 

Not  only  had  he  hired  the  pretty  room,  but  a  long 
red  dining-table,  which  he  had  pushed  alongside  a  lower 
one,  likewise  little  high-backed  arm-chairs.  He  had 
besides  invited  for  his  blue  Monday  the  proprietors  of 
the  furniture  and  of  the  room,  who  all  dwelt  in  the  same 
house ;  and  as  they  were  chiefly  artisans,  and  conse- 
quently their  blue  Monday  and  his  fell  upon  the  same 
day,  it  would  have  gone  off'  beautifully.  The  landlord 
alone  was  of  a  somewhat  higher  rank,  viz.  a  hair- 
dresser. 

I  should  be  ashamed  of  painting,  with  my  precious 
historical  colors,  an  advocate  of.  the  poor  who  was  in 
want  of  an  advocate  himself,  if  such  wrere  really  the 
case  ;  but  from  the  accounts  relating  to  the  guardian- 
ship of  my  hero,  which  have  been  in  my  hands,  I  can 
prove  at  any  hour  that  he  was  a  man  worth  at  least 
1200  florins,  exclusive  of  accumulated  interest.  But, 
unluckily,  the  study  of  the  ancients  had  strengthened 
his  own  natural  and  undeniable  propensity  to  despise 
money,  —  this  metal  wheel-work  of  human  activity,  this 
dial-plate  of  our  value ;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  rea- 
sonable people,  such  as  tradesmen,  esteem  the  man  who 
acquires  it  as  highly  as  the  man  who  gives  it  away  :  as 
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the  head  of  a  person  who  is  electrified  is  equally  sur- 
rounded by  a  halo,  whether  the  ether  now  into  him  or 
out  of  him.  Siebenkäs  even  said  (and  he  once  acted 
upon  his  opinion),  that  we  should  sometimes  assume  the 
beggar's  scrip  in  jest,  if  it  were  only  to  accustom  the 
back  to  it,  against  the  time  when  it  might  be  needed  in 
earnest ;  and  he  considered  it  a  compliment  to  himself 
when  he  added,  that  it  was  easier  to  bear  poverty  like 
Epictetus,  than  to  choose  it  like  Antoninus  ;  just  as  it 
was  easier  for  a  man  to  hold  out  his  own  leg  to  be  cut 
off,  than  to  leave  the  legs  of  his  slaves  untouched,  if  he 
wielded  a  yard-long  sceptre.  Thus  Siebenkäs  managed 
to  support  himself  for  ten  years  in  foreign  parts,- and  for 
half  a  year  in  the  imperial  market-town,  without  calling 
upon  his  guardian  for  one  farthing  of  the  interest  of  his 
capital ;  but  now  that  he  was  about  to  introduce  his  or- 
phaned and  moneyless  bride  into  his  ready-worked  silver 
mine  (for  such  he  esteemed  his  1200  florins  with  interest 
in  arrears),  he  took  a  pleasure,  whilst  he  was  in  Augs- 
burg, in  making  her  believe  that  he  had  nothing  but  his 
bare  bread,  and  that  the  little  he  could  earn  by  the  sweat 
of  his  brow  went  from  hand  to  mouth  and  stomach :  but 
he  could  work,  he  said,  as  well  as  any  one,  and  troubled 
himself  little  about  an  upper  or  lower  house  of  parlia- 
ment. "  May  I  be  hanged,"  he  used  to  say  long  ago,  u  if 
I  ever  marry  a  woman  who  knows  what  my  income  is ! 
Women,  as  it  is,  often  look  upon  a  husband  as  the  devil 
in  person,  to  whom  they  make  over  their  souls,  and  often 
their  children,  that  they  may  get  from  the  evil  one  in 
return  nest-dollars  and  things  to  eat." 

Upon  the  longest  summer  Monday  followed  the  longest 
winter  night  (which  is  only  astronomically  impossible). 


CHAPTER  I. 


Hi 


Early  in  the  morning  the  Schulrath  Stiefel  drove  up,  and 
handed  out  of  the  carriage,  (for  good  manners  are  doubly 
becoming  in  a  scholar,)  instead  of  the  bride,  a  cap-block, 
and  gave  orders  that  the  rest  of  her  things,  which  were 
comprised  in  a  white  tinned  trunk,  should  be  unloaded, 
while  he  ran  up  with  the  block  under  his  arm  to  the 
advocate. 

"  Your  worthy  betrothed,"  said  he,  "  will  follow  im- 
mediately. She  is  preparing  herself  for  the  sacred  rite 
in  a  farm-house  outside  the  town,  and  begged  me  to 
drive  on  before,  lest  you  should  become  impatient.  A 
true  woman,  in  Solomon's  sense :  and  I  congratulate  you 
heartily:" 

"Mr.  Advocate  Siebenkäs,  my  pretty  one?  I  can 
conduct  you  to  him.  He  lodges  with  me,  best  one  ; 
and  I  will  wait  upon  you  this  minute,"  said  the  hair- 
dresser at  the  door:  and  he  offered  his  hand  to  lead  her 
up-stairs.  But  she,  seeing  her  second  cap-block  in  the 
carriage,  took  it  like  a  child  on  her  left  arm,  —  the  hair- 
dresser in  vain  offering  to  carry  it,  —  and  followed  him 
tottering  into  the  advocate's  apartment.  With  a  pro- 
found courtesy  and  a  gentle  greeting,  she  proffered  her 
right  hand  only  to  the  bridegroom;  while,  on  her  little 
full  round  face  (all  was  round  in  it,  —  forehead,  eyes, 
mouth,  and  chin),  the  roses  bloomed  far  above  the  lilies ; 
but  they  looked  so  much  the  prettier  under  her  large 
black-silk  bonnet ;  and  the  snowy  muslin  dress,  with  a 
many-colored  nosegay  of  artificial  flowers,  together  with 
the  white  points  of  her  shoes,  added  charm  upon  charm 
to  her  bashful  figure.  As  there  was  now  no  time  before 
the  marriage  ceremony  to  have  her  hair  dressed,  she  im- 
mediately untied  her  bonnet,  and  laid  the  myrtle-wreath, 
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which  she  had  hidden  beneath  it  at  the  farm,  on  account 
of  the  people,  upon  the  table,  in  order  that  her  head 
might  be  put  to  rights,  and  powdered  for  the  occasion  by 
the  landlord,  who  was  so  conveniently  at  hand. 

Thou  dear  Lenette !  A  bride  is  indeed  for  many  days, 
to  every  one  who  does  not  marry  her,  —  and  especially 
to  me,  —  a  poor  meagre  shewbread  ;  but  I  except  one 
hour,  the  hour  on  the  morning  of  the  wedding-day,  when 
the  hitherto  free  girl,  trembling  in  her  finery,  overgrown 
with  flowers  and  feathers,  soon  with  like  ones  to  be 
plucked  out  by  destiny  ;  with  anxious  pious  eyes,  which 
for  the  last  time,  and  the  loveliest,  shed  their  tears  on  the 
mother's  bosom  ;  when  standing  adorned  on  the  scaffold- 
ing of  joy,  she  celebrates  so  many  partings  and  one  sole 
meeting  ;  and  when  the  mother  turns  away  from  her  and 
goes  to  her  other  children,  abandoning  the  anxious  girl  to 
a  stranger ;  —  this  hour,  I  say,  touches  me.  Thou  joy- 
fully-throbbing heart,  I  then  think,  not  always  wilt  thou 
beat  thus  in  the  sultry  years  of  married  life ;  but  often 
wilt  thou  shed  thine  own  blood,  that  thou  mayest  more 
firmly  step  down  the  path  that  leads  to  old  age,  even  as 
the  chamois-hunters  support  themselves  by  the  blood  of 
their  own  heels.  Then  do  I  feel  tempted  to  go  out  to 
the  virgins  who  stand  by  the  wayside  that  leads  to  the 
church,  looking  on  with  envious  eyes,  and  say  to  them : 
"  Do  not  grudge  the  poor  girl  so  much  the  rapture  of  a 
perhaps  fleeting  delusion.  Ah  !  like  her  ye  see  to-day 
the  beauty  and  strife-apple  of  marriage  hanging  only  on 
the  sunny  side  of  love,  so  red  and  so  soft ;  but  the  green 
sour  side,  hidden  by  the  shade,  no  one  sees.  And  if  ye 
have  ever  pitied  from  the  bottom  of  your  hearts  an  un- 
fortunate wife  who  chanced,  ten  years  after  marriage,  to 
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pull  out  of  a  drawer  her  old  bridal  dress,  while  all  the 
tears  which  she  had  shed  in  those  ten  years  over  her 
sweet  delusions  pressed  into  her  eyes  at  once,  do  ye  then 
know  so  surely  that  it  will  be  otherwise  with  the  envied 
one  who  now  flits  past  you  so  gayly  and  so  brightly  ?  " 

But  I  should  not  have  passed  unexpectedly  into  this 
new  key  of  emotions,  had  I  not  too  vividly  pictured  to 
myself  Lenette's  myrtle-wreath  under  her  bonnet,  (I 
would  not  say  anything  of  my  emotion  before,)  and 
her  utter  loneliness  without  a  mother,  and  her  little 
white  powdered  flower-face,  and  especially  the  readiness 
with  which  she  put  her  young  soft  arms  (for  she  was 
scarcely  more  than  nineteen)  into  the  polished  handcuffs 
and  chain-rings  of  marriage,  without  even  looking  to  see 
whither  she  would  be  led  by  them. 

I  could  here  lift  up  my  hand  and  take  oath  that  the 
bridegroom  was  as  much  affected  as  myself,  if  not  more 
so ;  especially  when  he  brushed  the  auricula  powder  soft- 
ly from  her  blooming  cheeks,  and  left  the  flowers  to  blos- 
som there  alone  in  their  purity.  But  he  had  to  put  great 
restraint  on  his  heart,  full  as  it  was  to  overflowing  with 
draughts  of  love  and  tears  of  joy,  lest  to  his  shame  it 
should  run  over  in  the  presence  of  the  merry  hair-dresser 
and  the  grave  Schulrath :  besides,  he  was  averse  to  any 
effusion  of  the  heart.  He  concealed  and  even  hardened 
himself  against  the  purest  emotions  of  tenderness,  be- 
cause he  always  thought  of  the  poets  and  actors  who 
allow  the  water-works  of  their  feelings  to  play  as  a  spec- 
tacle to  others ;  and  in  general  he  never  laughed  at  any 
one  so  much  as  at  himself.  To-day,  therefore,  his  face 
was  drawn  up  and  puckered  into  a  curious  expression  of 
smiling  embarrassment,  which  only  received  the  better 
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interpretation  from  his  most  beaming  eyes.  Soon  per- 
ceiving that  he  eould  not  sufficiently  hide  his  feelings,  if 
he  merely  acted  the  part  of  purveyor  of  the  breakfast 
and  barber's  assistant,  he  adopted  a  stronger  measure,  and 
began  to  show  himself  off  to  Lenette,  and  hold  up  to  her 
his  personal  property  in  a  favorable  light.  "  Is  not  my 
room  prettily  situated,  Mademoiselle  ?  "  he  asked.  "  I  can 
look  from  hence  into  the  windows  of  the  senate-house, 
right  upon  the  tables,  and  into  their  inkstands.  Many  of 
these  chairs  were  bought  in  the  spring  for  a  third  of  their 
value,  and  are  they  not  neat  ?  But  my  good  old  grand- 
father's chair,"  —  he  sat  down  in  it,  and  stretched  out  his 
own  meagre  arms  on  its  cushioned  elbows,  —  "  this  me- 
thinks  takes  the  lead  in  the  grandfather-dance  of  chairs  ; 
how  softly  the  arms  rest  on  one  another  !  The  flowers 
embroidered  on  my  table-cloth  are  pretty  ;  but  I  under- 
stand the  coffee-tray  is  preferred  on  account  of  its  ja- 
panned Flora  ;  at  any  rate  both  offer  you  what  they  have 
to  give  on  flowers.  My  Leyser's  Meditations,  in  its  pig- 
skin binding,  is  an  ornament  to  the  room ;  but  the  kitchen 
looks  still  prettier,  —  one  pot  neatly  arranged  alongside 
the  other,  and  every  utensil  at  hand,  even  a  hare-spit,  for 
which  nay  father  formerly  shot  the  hares." 

The  bride  smiled  on  him,  looking  so  pleased  that  I  am 
almost  inclined  to  believe  she  must  have  heard  through 
twenty  speaking  and  listening  tubes,  ranged  together  and 
reaching  to  her  Fuggery,  all  about  the  1200  florins  and 
their  interest.  I  can  more  easily  understand  that  the 
world  is  impatient  for  the  hour  when  he  shall  put  thein 
into  her  hands. 

It  will  not  be  d^pleasing  to  my  female  readers  to  learn 
that  the  bridegroom  now  put  on  a  liver-colored  dress- 
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coat ;  and  that  without  neck-cloth  and  queue  he  proceed- 
ed with  the  dress-maker  to  the  early  church-service.  On 
the  way  it  gave  him  a  satirical  pleasure  to  exhibit  him- 
self to  the  slandering  eyes  of  the  ladies  of  Kuhschnappel, 
as  they  followed  the  good  stranger  across  the  market- 
place to  the  altar  on  which  she  was  about  to  sacrifice  her 
parental  name.  He  had  long  been  wont  to  say,  that  a 
moderate  degree  of  backbiting  should  rather  be  encour- 
aged than  thought  ill  of  in  a  married  woman,  as  a 
slight  compensation  for  the  flattery  she  had  lost.  Stiefel 
remained  in  the  wedding-chamber,  and  employed  him- 
self at  the  writing-table  in  briefly  reviewing  a  school- 
programme. 

And  now  I  behold  the  beloved  pair  kneeling  at  the 
rails  of  the  altar ;  and  I  could  again  overwhelm  them 
with  my  wishes  as  with  flowers,  especially  with  the  wish 
that  they  may  both  resemble  the  married  in  heaven,  who, 
according  to  Swedenborg's  vision,  always  melt  into  one 
angel.  True  it  is  tliat  on  our  earth  too  they  are  often 
cooked  up  by  heat  into  an  angel,  and  moreover  into  a 
fallen  one,  in  whom  the  woman's  head,  the  husband, 
represents  the  horned  head  of  the  evil  one.  I  could  still 
wish,  I  repeat  —  but  my  attention,  like  that  of  all  who 
witness  the  ceremony,  is  roused  by  a  singular  occurrence, 
and  attracted  to  a  strange  figure  standing  behind  the 
hymn-board  in  the  choir. 

From  that  place  looks  down,  and  all  in  the  church 
look  up,  the  ghost  of  Siebenkäs,  as  the  people  say  ;  that 
is,  his  body,  as  they  should  say.  If  the  bridegroom 
Chance  to  look  up,  he  may  well  grow  pale,  and  fancy  he 
beholds  himself.  The  world  was  in  error  :  he  only  grew 
red.     His  friend  Leibgeber  stood  up  there,  who  many 
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years  ago  had  sworn  to  be  present  at  his  wedding,  if  only 
to  laugh  at  him  for  twelve  hours.  So  singular  an  al- 
liance between  two  singular  souls  is  not  often  seen.  The 
same  contempt  for  the  ennobled  childish  nonsense  of  life  ; 
the  same  enmity  to  the  mean,  with  every  indulgence  to 
the  little  ;  the  same  indignation  against  dishonest  selfish- 
ness ;  the  same  love  of  laughing  in  the  beautiful  mad- 
house of  earth ;  the  same  deafness  to  the  voice  of  the 
world,  but  not  of  honor ;  —  these  were  but  the  more 
superficial  traits  of  resemblance  that  constituted  them  one 
soul  assigned  to  two  bodies.  Neither  do  I  take  much 
into  account  that  they  were  foster-brothers  in  their  stud- 
ies,, and  were  nursed  by  the  same  sciences,  including 
even  the  law  ;  inasmuch  as  similarity  of  studies  is  often 
the  best  dissolvent  and  precipitant  of  friendship.  Nor 
was  it  simply  the  want  of  resemblance,  which,  as  an 
opposite  pole,  decided  their  attraction.  Siebenkäs  was 
more  ready  to  forgive,  Leibgeber  to  punish  ;  the  former 
was  more  to  be  compared  to  a  satire  of  Horace,  the  lat- 
ter to  a  ballad  of  Aristophanes,  with  its  unpoetical  and 
poetical  dissonances  ;  but  like  girls  who,  when  they  be- 
come friends,  love  to  wear  the  same  dress,  so  did  their 
souls  wear  exactly  the  same  frock-coat  and  morning- 
dress  of  life  ;  I  mean,  two  bodies,  with  the  same  cuffs  and 
collars,  of  the  same  color,  button-holes,  trimmings,  and 
cut.  Both  had  the  same  brightness  of  eye,  the  same  sal- 
lowness  of  face,  the  same  height,  and  the  same  meagre- 
ness ;  for  the  phenomenon  of  similarity  of  feature  is  more 
common  than  is  generally  believed,  being  only  remarked 
when  some  prince  or  great  man  casts  a  bodily  reflection. 
I  wish,  therefore,  that  Leibgeber  had  not  limped,  which 
somewhat  distinguished  him  from  Siebenkäs,  especially 
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as  the  latter  had  cleverly  scratched  and  burnt  away,  by 
means  of  a  living  toad  which  he  had  caused  to  die  on  the 
spot,  a  mark  which,  on  his  side,  might  have  distinguished 
him  from  Leibgeber.  This  mark  was  a  pyramidal  mole 
near  the  left  ear,  in  the  shape  of  a  triangle,  or  of  the 
zodiacal  light,  or  of  a  turned-up  comet's  tail,  or,  more 
correctly  still,  of  an  ass's  ear.  Partly  from  attachment, 
partly  from  a  relish  of  the  humorous  scenes  to  which,  in 
every-day  life,  the  confounding  of  their  persons  gave 
rise,  they  wished  to  carry  on  their  algebraical  equation 
still  further,  by  bearing  the  same  Christian  and  sur- 
names. But  on  this  point  they  could  not  agree.  Each 
desired  to  be  the  namesake  of  the  other,  until  at  length 
they  settled  the  dispute  by  exchanging  names ;  imitating 
in  this  the  inhabitants  of  Otaheite,  where  lovers  exchange 
names  together  with  their  hearts.  As,  however,  many 
years  have  elapsed  since  by  this  name-theft  of  friendship 
my  hero  lost  his  own  honest  name,  and  got  the  other 
honest  name  in  its  stead,  I  cannot  now  alter  it  in  my 
chapters,  but  must  continue  to  call  him  Firmian  Stanis- 
laus Siebenkäs,  as  he  has  been  introduced  at  the  thresh- 
old ;  although  no  connoisseur  need  tell  me  that  the 
more  comic  name  of  Siebenkäs  would  be  better  suited 
to  the  more  humorous  new-comer,  with  whom  the  world 
shall  one  day  be  better  acquainted  than  with  myself. 

^Yhen  the  two  likenesses  beheld  each  other  in  the 
church,  their  blushing  faces  puckered  and  curled  so 
strangely  that  the  spectator  could  not  but  smile,  until 
he  compared  them  with  the  eyes  which  swam  in  liquid 
fire  of  the  tenderest  affection.  During  the  exchange  of 
rings,  Leibgeber  drew  out  of  his  pocket  a  pair  of  scis- 
sors and  a  quarto  sheet  of  black  paper,  and  cut  out  the 
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profile  of  the  bride.  He  gave  out  that  the  art  of  taking 
profiles  was  his  bakehouse,  on  his  never-ending  journeys  ; 
änd  as  this  singular  man  will  not,  it  seems,  reveal  on 
what  mountain-heights  the  springs  accumulate  which 
bubble  up  for  him  in  the  valleys,  I  will  at  once,  good- 
naturedly  and  believingly,  mention  what  he  himself  used 
often  to  say  of  his  art :  "  If,  in  the  cutting  of  white 
paper,  slices  of  bread  fall  off  with  the  scraps,  for  the 
bookbinder,  the  letter-writer,  and  the  advocate,  how 
much  more  is  that  the  case  with  every  scrap  of  black 
paper  that  falls,  whether  it  be  from  profiles  or  white 
mourning  letters  with  black  borders  ;  and,  moreover,  if 
a  person  understands  the  liberal  art  of  painting  his  neigh- 
bor black,  with  more  members  than  one,  —  for  instance, 
with  the  tongue,  —  then  Fortune,  the  Babylonian  harlot, 
will  ring  herself  lame  at  the  dinner-bell  and  reputation- 
bell  of  such  a  man." 

While  the  deacon  was  laying  on  hands,  Leibgeber 
came  down,  and  approached  the  red-velvet  steps  of  the 
altar;  and  when  the  ceremony  was  concluded,  he  cele- 
brated such  a  meeting,  after  half  a  year's  separation,  by 
the  following^  somewhat  long  speech :  "  Good  morning, 
Siebenkäs !  "  Even  after  years  of  absence,  they  never 
said  more  to  one  another  ;  and  so  at  the  resurrection  of 
the  dead,  Siebenkäs  will  answer  just  as  he  did  this  day, 
"  Good  morning,  Leibgeber  !  "  But  the  twelve  hours' 
mockery,  with  which  friends  often  lightly  threaten  one 
another  in  absence,  was  in  this  case  impossible,  though 
the  mirth  might  be  tempered  with  the  greatest  delicacy, 
because  of  the  emotion  we  must  all  feel  in  beholding  a 
friend  enter  the  forecourt  of  a  new  labyrinthical  struc- 
ture of  our  subterranean  existence. 


CHAPTER  I. 


89 


I  have  now  the  long  wedding-feast  table  placed  before 
my  writing-table;  and  it  is  much  to  be  regretted  that 
there  is  no  representation  of  it  on  the  vases  buried  with 
Herculaneum,  since  it  would  then  have  been  dug  up,  and 
faintly  copied  in  the  Herculaneum  drawings,  and  I  could 
here  have  inserted  the  copy,  in  lieu  of  anything  else. 

Few  have  a  better  opinion  of  the  power  of  my  pen 
than  myself;  but  I  see  clearly  that  it  is  quite  beyond 
the  power  either  of  mine  or  any  other  man's  to  show,  by 
ever  so  rude  a  sketch,  how  the  guests,  who  were  almost 
as  numerous  as  the  chairs,  relished  their  dinner;  how, 
besides,  there  was  not  a  single  rogue  at  table  among 
the  honest  people,  —  for  the  bridegroom's  guardian,  the 
Heimlicher  *  von  Blaise,  had  sent  an  excuse,  saying  he 
was  sick ;  how  the  landlord,  a  merry  consumptive  Saxon, 
was  powdering  and  drinking  himself  out  of  the  world  ; 
how  the  company  struck  their  glasses  with  their  forks, 
and  their  plates  with  the  marrow-bones,  that  the  former 
might  be  filled,  and  the  latter  emptied ;  how  in  all  the 
house,  no  one,  not  even  the  cobbler  or  the  bookbinder, 
was  at  work,  except  at  eating ;  how  even  old  Sabel,  who 
squatted  under  the  mouse-colored  gateway,  to-day  shut 
up  her  stall,  not  with  the  gate,  but  before ;  and  how  not 
one  course  only  was  dished  up,  but  a  second. 

To  those,  indeed,  who  have  sat  at  the  tables  of  the 
great,  and,  where  there  are  two  courses,  have  seen  how 
five  dishes  must  be  duly  arranged  in  order  of  prece- 
dence, to  such  it  will  be  nothing  unheard  of,  or  particu- 
larly splendid,  that  Siebenkäs,  by  the  help  of  the  barber's 
wife,  who  had  officiated  as  cook,  for  the  first  course, 
placed  on  the  table, — 

*  Chief  magistrate  of  the  town. 
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1st.  In  the  centre :  the  soup-tub  or  pond  of  broth,  in 
which  craw-fish  could  be  caught  with  the  spoon,  although, 
like  the  beavers,  the  craw-fish  had  nothing  in  this  water 
but  what  Robespierre  once  had  in  the  Convention,  i.  e. 
the  tail. 

2d.  In  the  first  quarter  of  the  globe :  a  fine  beef  torso, 
or  cube  of  meat,  serving  as  pedestal  to  the  whole  culinary 
work  of  art. 

3d.  In  the  second  :  a  hash,  a  real  -pattern-paper  of 
the  butcher's  shop,  —  treated  sweetly. 

4th.  In  the  third :  a  behemoth  pond-carp,  which  could 
have  swallowed  the  prophet  Jonas,  but  which  itself  shared 
the  fate  of  the  prophet. 

5th.  In  the  fourth :  the  baked  hen-house  of  a  pasty, 
to  which  the  fowls,  like  the  people  to  a  parliament,  had 
sent  their  best  members. 

I  cannot  now  deny  myself,  or  my  lady-readers,  the 
pleasure  of  sketching  only  a  faint  kitchen-piece  of  the 
second  course. 

1st.  In  the  middle :  like  a  garden  flower-basket,  stood 
a  pile  of  Capuchin  salad. 

2d.  Then  the  four  syllogistic  figures,  or  the  four  fac- 
ulties, arranged  themselves  respectively  in  their  four 
corners.  In  the  first  corner,  as  principal  figure  and  fac- 
ulty, sat  a  hare,  —  which,  contrary  to  the  fashion  of  a 
barefooted  friar,  had  kept  on  his  natural  fur-boots  in  the 
pan ;  and,  as  Leibgeber  justly  observed,  had,  notwith- 
standing the  enemy's  guns,  unlike  the  infantry,  come  out 
of  the  field  into  the  dish  with  sound  legs.  The  second 
syllogistic  figure  consisted  of  a  tongue,  which  was  black, 
—  not  from  disputation,  but  from  having  been  smoked. 
The  third,  crisped  cole  wort  without  the  stalks,  formerly 
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the  food  of  the  two  above-mentioned  faculties,  but  now 
eaten  with  them  as  a  vegetable ;  so  it  is  in  the  world,  — 
one  rises,  while  another  falls.  The  concluding  figure  was 
composed  of  the  three  figures  of  the  bridal  pair  and  a 
peradventure  baby,  baked  in  butter;  these  three  trans- 
figured bodies,  which,  like  the  three  men,  came  out  of 
the  fiery  furnace  uninjured,  and  which  had  raisins  instead 
of  souls,  were  eaten  up  by  the  cannibals  of  the  company, 
like  subjects,  —  skin,  hair,  and  all;  some  little  arms  of 
the  infant  excepted,  who,  like  the  Phoenix  bird,  was  per- 
sonified before  it  existed. 

The  picture  inspires  me,  but  it  ought  to  be  colored ; 
and,  as  regards  the  luxury  of  the  table,  it  would  not 
have  suffered  even  by  comparison  with  one  of  the  elec- 
torate of  Saxony,  by  which  I  might  have  illustrated  it. 
True,  the  electors  of  this  state  have  need  of  much, 
(therefore  in  former  times  they  were  annually  weighed,) 
and  I  am  fully  aware  that,  in  the  beginning  of  the  six- 
teenth century,  a  Saxon  comptroller  entered  the  following 
item  in  his  account-book :  "  To-day  our  gracious  elector 
has  been  with  his  court  to  drink  wine,  for  which  I  have 
had  to  pay  fifteen  florins  ;  that  I  call  banqueting."  But 
what  would  not  the  Saxon  comptroller  have  written,  how 
would  he  not  have  lifted  up  his  hands  in  astonishment, 
if  he  had  seen,  in  my  first  chapter,  that  an  advocate 
of  the  poor  had  actually  spent  three  florins  and  seven 
groschen  more  than  his  elector ! 

The  fountains  of  pleasure,  like  many  springs  in  na- 
ture, which  stop  in  the  daytime,  bubbled  up  in  the 
bosoms  of  the  guests  towards  evening  ever  higher  and 
higher.  The  two  advocates,  indeed,  informed  the  corn- 
pan)-,  what  was  familiar  to  them  from  the  University, 
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that  the  privilege  of  a  German  to  drink  himself  full  had 
been  much  curtailed  by  emperor  and  state,  and  that  by 
the  imperial  decrees  of  1512,  1531,  1548,  and  1577,  no 
drunkenness  was  permitted.  At  the  same  time,  they  did 
not  conceal  from  them  that  Kuhschnappel,  like  every 
other  imperial  state,  had  the  right  of  rejecting  imperial 
laws,  which  affect  the  individual  in  his  private  capacity, 
on  its  own  territory.  The  Schulrath  alone  could  not 
comprehend,  and  he  shook  his  head  at  it  internally  at 
least  twenty  times,  how  it  was  that  two  scholars,  or  at 
any  rate  two  advocates,  could  go  on  seriously  laughing 
and  talking  about  the  veriest  trifles  with  such  untutored 
plebeians,  ignoramuses,  and  empty  heads,  as  sat  here 
with  their  elbows  on  the  table.  More  than  once  he  at- 
tempted to  interweave  threads  of  learned  discourse,  con- 
cerning the  latest  and  most  polished  school-speeches,  and 
the  partiality  of  their  reviewers  ;  but  the  advocates  took 
no  notice  of  his  threads,  but  made  the  bookbinder  repeat 
the  apprentice-speech  he  had  held  before  he  became  a 
master;  upon  which  the  shoemaker,  of  his  own  accord, 
sewed  and  cobbled  the  shoe-boy's  speech. 

Siebenkäs  here  observed,  before  the  whole  table,  that 
in  high  life  people  are  much  more  serious,  tedious,  and 
empty  than  in  the  lower  circles.  In  the  former,  it  was 
matter  of  conversation  for  a  week  if  a  festival  happened 
to  go  off  without  any  one  dying  of  ennui,  while  in  the 
latter  every  one  contributed  so  much  to  the  merry 
picnic  of  conversation,  that  there  was  seldom  anything 
wanting  but  beer.  "  O,"  he  continued,  "  that  every 
one  of  offr  class  did  but  consider,  and  then  he  would 
indeed  envy  those  below  him,  how  truly  that  holds 
good  in  a  figurative  sense  which  has  long  been  known 
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to  be  true  in  a  literal  one,  viz.  that  coarse  linen  keeps 
the  body  warmer  than  fine  linen  or  silken  stuffs,  even  as 
a  wooden  house  is  warmer  than  a  stone  one,  for  it  cools 
less  rapidly  in  summer  ;  or  again,  how  much  more  nour- 
ishing, according  to  physicians,  is  coarse  black  rye-meal 
than  tine  white  meal.  Neither  am  I  at  all  convinced/' 
added  he,  "  that  the  ladies  in  Paris,  who  wear  diamond 
hair-pins,  spend  their  days  as  merrily  as  the  women  who 
support  themselves  by  picking  up  bad  hair-pins  out  of  the 
street-rubbish  ;  many  a  one,  too,  who  heats  his  stove  with 
dried  fir-cones,  which  he  himself  has  brought  in  as  a 
substitute  for  fire-wood,  (here  the  wood-economizing  com- 
pany felt  the  words  brought  home  to  themselves,)  may 
often  fare  as  well  as  those  who  eat  green  cones  preserved 
in  sugar." 

u  Friend,  advocate  of  the  poor,"  responded  Leib- 
geber,  "you  hit  the  nail  on  the  head.  In  a  public-house 
every  one  is  lucky  enough  to  get  all  his  misfortunes  at 
first,  —  blows,  kicks,  and  abuse  ;  while  pleasure  grows 
with  the  bill.  In  palaces  it  is  otherwise.  In  a  '  palais  ' 
for  the  '  palais,'  *  all  take  in  pleasure  at  one  and  the  same 
moment  into  their  mouths  ;  and  as  the  vinefretters,  at  a 
given  signal,  all  emit  their  honey  together,  they  just  as 
simultaneously  and  socially  receive  it :  while,  on  the  other 
hand,  ennui,  vexation,  and  disgust  are  all  ingeniously 
distributed  among  the  several  pleasures  to  be  adminis- 
tered and  partaken  of  in  the  course  of  a  long  party ;  just 
as  a  dog  is  rubbed  all  over  with  an  emetic,  that,  by 
licking  it  slowly  off,  he  may  be  brought  to  vomit." 

Of  such  sort  was  the  conversation.  Whenever  pleas- 
ure has  once  reached  a  certain  height,  it  naturally  rises 

*  A  play  on  the  French  word  imlais:  a  palace  for  the  palate. 
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still  higher.  Many  of  the  sitting  members  of  the  lower 
order  availed  themselves  of  the  privilege  of  wine,  and 
this  special  inquisition,  to  say  "  thou  "  to  one  another. 
Yes,  even  the  gentleman  in  the  red-plush  coat  (the 
Schulrath  w  as  fond  of  wearing  -  it  in  the  dog-day  holi- 
days) screwed  up  his  mouth,  and  smiling  killingly,  —  like 
ancient  maidens  in  the  presence  of  antique  bachelors,  — 
gave  by  winks  to  understand  that  he  had  af  home  two 
bottles  of  real  Horatian  champagne.  "  Then  you  are 
sure  they  are  i  non  mousseux '  ?  "  returned  Leibgeber, 
interrogatively.  The  Schulrath,  who  mistook  the  best 
champagne  for  the  worst,  answered,  with  some  self-con- 
ceit, "  Well,  if  it  should  not  foam  up,  I  swear  I  will 
drink  it  all  up  myself."  The  bottles  appeared ;  with 
great  care  Leibgeber  filed  off  from  the  first  the  chain- 
barrier  of  the  fruit-barrier,*  drew  out  the  cork,  and 
opened  it  like  a  last  will  and  testament. 

I  maintain  my  assertion,  that,  when  the  two  balsam- 
poplars  of  life,  wit  and  benevolence,  are  withered  up  to 
the  very  top,  they  can  still  be  revived  by  a  good  sprink- 
ling from  the  watering-pot  of  the  above-mentioned  bot- 
tles, and  in  three  minutes  they  will  give  out  shoots.  As 
the  foil  of  the  liquid,  the  silver  foam,  mounted  into 
their  heads,  building  castles  in  the  air,  how  every  brain 
sparkled  and  fermented  !  What  bright-colored  floating 
bubbles  were  there  not  launched  by  the  ideas  of  the 
Schulrath,  simple  as  well  as  composite,  innate  and  fixed  ! 
Can  it  ever  be  forgotten  that  he  made  no  more  learned 
criticisms,  save  upon  Lenette's  charms,  and  that  he  told 
Siebenkäs  in  confidence  that  he  himself  should  like  to 

*  Alluding  to  the  barrier  where  the  tax  (octroi)  is  levied  on  the  pro- 
visions brought  into  the  town. 
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marry,  not  indeed  the  tenth  Muse,  or  fourth  Grace,  or 
second  Venus,  for  he  knew  very  well  who  already  pos- 
sessed her,  but  at  least  a  step-sister  goddess  or  distant 
relation  of  hers.  He  "  had  sat  in  the  carriage,"  he  said, 
"  during  the  whole  journey  as  in  a  pulpit,  and  had  pic- 
tured to  the  bride  the  happiness  of  the  married  state  in 
every  possible  way,  and  in  such  lively  colors,  that  he 
had  ended  by  creating  a  real  longing  for  it  in  himself ; 
and,"  he  added,  "  the  bridegroom  would  have  thanked 
him  had  he  seen  the  look  of  gratitude  with  which  she  — 
the  bride  —  had  regarded  him."  In  truth,  the  bride  was 
this  evening  charming ;  it  became  her  particularly  that 
on  such  a  day  of  honor  she  preferred  waiting  on  others 
to  being  waited  upon  herself;  that  she  had  put  on  a 
light  household  dress  ;  that,  so  late  in  the  day,  she  took 
lessons  in  cooking  of  her  female  guests,  who  read  her 
their  own  recipes  ;  and  that  she  already  took  thought  for 
the  morrow.  In  his  enthusiasm,  Stiefel  did  things  which 
would  be  thought  impossible.  Placing  his  left  arm  under 
the  right,  as  a  prop,  he  held  out  the  latter,  with  all  the 
weight  of  the  plush-sleeve,  in  a  horizontal  position,  and 
snuffed  the  candle  before  the  whole  company  ;  and  this 
not  awkwardly,  but  like  a  gardener,  who,  holding  up  the 
garden-shears  on  a  pole,  cuts  off  the  upper  shoots  by 
pulling  gently  from  below.  He  also  asked  Leibgeber, 
straight  out,  for  a  profile  of  Lenette ;  and  afterwards,  on 
taking  leave,  he  even  attempted  (but  this  was  the  only 
undertaking  which  was  beyond  his  power)  to  seize  her 
hand  and  kiss  it. 

At  length  all  the  joy-fires  of  the  little  cheerful  com- 
pany burnt  down  like  the  candles,  and  night  drained  off 
one  Eden  ri*er  after  the  other.    The  guests,  and  the 
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lights  diminished  in  number  ;  at  last  but  one  remained, 
the  Schulrath  Stiefel,  (for  Leibgeber  could  not  be  called 
a  guest,)  and  one  long  candle.  It  is  a  sweet  and  touch- 
ing moment  when  the  last  noisy  peals  of  the  festive 
board  have  died  away,  still  with  some  few  to  sit  there, 
and  more  silent,  and  often  sadder,  to  lose  one's  self  in 
the  after-tones  of  joy.  At  last  the  Schulrath  broke  up 
the  only  remaining  tent  but  one  of  this  camp  of  pleasure, 
and  departed ;  but  he  would  not  suffer  that  the  fingers, 
which  his  lips,  despite  their  snapping,  could  not  reach, 
should  embrace  a  brass  candlestick  to  light  him  down 
stairs,  therefore  Leibgeber  was  obliged  to  do  service  as 
link-boy.  And  now,  for  the  first  time,  the  married 
pair  sat  together  in  the  dark  near  one  another,  hand 
in  hand  

Beautiful  hour !  when  in  every  cloud  stood  a  smiling 
angel,  who,  instead  of  rain-drops,  showered  down  flowers. 
May  thy  reflection  extend  even  to  my  paper,  and  there 
still  be  visible  ! 

The  bridegroom  had  never  yet  kissed  his  bride.  He 
knew,  or  believed,  that  his  face  was  more  intelligent, 
stretched,  angular,  and  sharp,  than  smooth  and  handsome  ; 
and  besides,  as  he  was  always  laughing  at  his  own  appear- 
ance, he  thought  others  must  find  it  ridiculous  too ;  conse- 
quently he  had  never  yet  mustered  up  courage  enough  — 
he  who  at  other  times  raised  himself  above  the  eyes  and 
tongues  of  a  whole  street  —  to  kiss,  except  in  the  dithy- 
rambic  moments  of  friendship,  even  his  Leibgeber,  much 
less  Lenette.  He  now  pressed  her  hand  more  warmly  and 
boldly,  turned  his  face  to  hers,  —  especially  as  he  could 
not  see  anything,  —  and  wished  the  stairs  had  as  many 
steps  as  the  minster-tower,  that  Leibgeber  nright  not  come 
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back  so  soon  with  the  light.  All  of  a  sudden  a  softly- 
gliding  trembling  kiss  hopped  over  his  mouth ;  and  now 
that  the  ashes  were  blown  away,  all  the  flames  of  his  love 
shot  up ;  for  Lenette,  innocent  as  a  child,  had  thought  it 
was  the  duty  of  the  bride  to  give  this  kiss.  He  encircled 
the  timid  giver  with  awakened  yet  bashful  boldness,  and, 
glowing  with  all  the  fervor  that  love,  wine,  and  joy  could 
give,  he  pressed  his  lips  on  hers ;  but  she,  so  singular  is 
the  sex,  turned  away  her  imprisoned  mouth  from  his 
burning  one,  and  offered  her  cheek  to  his  favored  lips. 
On  it  the  humble  husband  imprinted  a  long  kiss,  and 
only  expressed  his  rapture  by  unutterably  sweet  tears, 
which,  like  gleaming  drops  of  naphtha,  fell  upon  Le- 
aette's  cheeks,  and  thence  into  her  trembling  heart.  She 
drew  back  her  face  further  and  further ;  but,  agreeably 
surprised  by  his  love,  she  but  drew  him  the  closer  to  her. 
He  quitted  her  side  before  his  friend  came.  The  treach- 
erous powder-snow  which  had*  fallen  upon  the  bridegroom, 
—  this  butterfly-dust  which  even  after  the  most  delicate 
handling  of  these  white  butterflies  remains  sticking  to  the 
fingers  (therefore,  in  1795,  Pitt  considerately  imposed  a 
tax  upon  powder),  —  this  did  not  betray  much  ;  but  the 
moist  beaming  eyes  of  his  friend  and  the  bride  told  him 
all.  The  two  friends  looked  at  each  other  for  some  time 
with  an  embarrassed  smile,  and  Lenette  cast  down  her 
eyes.  Leibgeber  said  twice,  "  Hem  !  hem  !  "  and  ob- 
served at  last,  from  very  awkwardness,  "  Our  evening 
was  very  pleasant."  Then,  in  order  not  to  be  seen,  he 
placed  himself  behind  the  bridegroom's  chair,  laid  his 
hands  upon  his  shoulders,  and  pressed  them  right  heartily. 
But  now  the  happy  man  could  contain  himself  no  longer. 
He  stood  up,  resigned  the  hand  of  his  bride,  and  the  two 
vol.  i.  5  6 
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friends,  united  by  angels,  surrounded  by  heavens,  as  if 
now  first  celebrating  the  moment  of  this  day's  meeting, 
after  the  long  desire  of  the  whole  day,  clasped  one  an- 
other in  a  silent  manly  embrace.  In  the  rising  ebullition 
of  the  moment,  the  husband  wished  to  enlarge  the  holy 
bond,  by  drawing  his  beloved  into  the  embrace  of  his 
loved  friend ;  but  bride  and  friend  stood  apart,  and  em- 
braced him  alone  :  and  three  pure  heavens  opened,  beam- 
ing in  three  pure  hearts,  and  nothing  was  in  them  but 
God,  love,  and  joy,  and  the  little  tear-drop  of  earth, 
which  hangs  upon  all  our  flowers  of  bliss. 

The  happy  ones,  overcome  by  unwonted  emotions,  and 
scarcely  knowing  one  another,  had  not  even  courage  to 
meet  each  other's  weeping  eyes ;  and  the  friend  of  the 
married  pair  silently  left  the  room,  neither  giving  utter- 
ance to  a  wish,  nor  saying  "  Good  night." 
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Household  Jests.  —  Going  to  Vistt.  —  The  Newspaper  Arti- 
cle. —  A  Love-Quarrel,  together  with  some  Abuse.  —  An- 
tipathetic Ink  on  the  Wall.  —  Friendship  of  the  Satirists. 

ANY  a  life  is  as  pleasant  to  write  as  to  lead ; 
the  present,  especially,  like  turned  rosewood, 
yields  the  most  agreeable  odor  at  the  turning- 
lathe.  Siebenkäs  rose  on  the  Wednesday; 
but  he  made  up  his  mind  to  wait  until  the  Sunday  fol- 
lowing before  he  put  into  the  hands  of  his  diligent  part- 
ner —  who  had  this  morning  placed  a  cap  on  the  block, 
before  she  put  one  on  herself  —  the  silver  bars  *  in  his 
guardian's  trust,  rolled  up  in  blotting-paper,  to  serve  as 
props  in  the  tempests  of  life  ;  indeed,  he  could  not  do 
otherwise,  for  his  guardian  had  left  the  country,  that  is  to 
say,  the  town,  until  Saturday. 

"  I  can't  tell  you,  old  Leibgeber,"  said  Siebenkäs,  "  how 
much  I  already  enjoy,  in  anticipation,  the  delight  of  my 
wife ;  verily,  to  give  her  pleasure,  I  should  like  to  pos- 
sess 30,000  dollars.  The  good  creature  has  hitherto 
lived  from  cap  to  cap  ;  but  what  a  made-woman  she  will 
consider  herself  when  she  finds  herself  able  to  execute  a 
hundred  household  plans,  which  I  perceive  are  already 
*  Rouleaux  of  coin. 
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running  in  her  head.  And  then,  too,  with  the  silver,  old 
fellow,  immediately  after  the  vesper  sermon,  my  silver 
wedding  shall  commence  at  once  ;  at  least  half  a  florin's 
worth  of  beer  shall  be  distributed  to  every  room.  Tell 
me,  why  should  not  the  dove  or  sparrow  of  my  Hymen 
sprinkle  upon  the  people  as  much  beer  as  the  two-headed 
eagle  in  Frankfort,  on  the  coronation-day,  spouts  out 
wine  ?  " 

"  For  this  reason,"  answered  Leibgeber,  "  because  his 
prey  is  from  an  altogether  different  sort  of  wine-press, 
inasmuch  as  the  sour  wine,  which  is  properly  nothing  but 
the  skins  of  the  grapes,  is  only  the  wool  and  hair  of  his 
victims  which  no  eagle  would  keep." 

Since  at  least  a  hundred  Kuhschnapplers  would  start 
up,  in  the  "Imperial  Intelligencer,"  to  correct  me,  it 
would  be  useless  for  me  to  tell  a  lie,  as  I  here  feel  in- 
clined to  do,  by  declaring  that  the  two  advocates  had 
spent  the  short  week  of  their  reunion  with  that  pro- 
priety and  gravity  which,  if  it  become  man  in  general, 
is  more  especially  necessary  to  secure  to  the  scholar  the 
respect  of  the  commonest  souls,  not  to  speak  of  those  of 
Kuhschnappel.  But  alas !  I  have  to  sing  in  quite  another 
tune.  In  Kuhschnappel,  as  in  every  other  imperial  and 
country  town,  Leibgeber's  behavior  was  anything  but 
decorous.  The  first  thing  he  did  was  to  get  introduced 
to  the  club  as  a  stranger  artist,  that  he  might  stretch  him- 
self out  in  a  corner  of  the  sofa,  and  publicly,  before  the 
whole  company  in  the  Relaxation  —  so  the  club  was 
called  —  compose  himself  to  sleep,  without  exchanging  a 
syllable  with  any  one.  It  was  his  pleasure,  he  said,  to 
do  so  in  every  town  provided  with  clubs,  casinos,  har- 
monies, and  museums,  for  he  was  seldom  able  to  get  a 
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proper,  reasonable  nap  at  night  in  a  solitary,  deserted 
bedstead,  on  account  of  the  struggle  of  thoughts  in  his 
brain,  and  the  procession  of  pictures,  which,  like  fire- 
works, shot  through  one  another  with  such  a  racket,  that 
it  was  impossible  for  any  one  to  hear  and  see  his  own 
self.  But  while  seated,  leaning  back  upon  the  sofa  in  a 
dub-house,  all  this  vanished,  and  a  truce  between  his 
thoughts  was  established.  Tiie  delightful  confusion  arising 
from  everybody's  speaking  at  once,  —  the  political,  and 
other  conversational  picnic  of  well-selected,  appropriately 
spoken  words,  of  which  he  now  heard  an  ultima,  now  a 
penultima,  —  this  was  already  a  good  precursor  of  sleep  ; 
but  when  they  went  to  work  more  systematically  still,  and 
a  proposition  was  discussed  on  all  sides  with  true  logical 
acumen,  and  most  closely  investigated  by  a  universal 
screaming  hubbub,  then  indeed  he  fell  asleep  as  soundly 
as  a  flower  which  is  rocked,  but  not  awakened,  by  the 
storm,  and  his  quicksilver  was  quite  stationary. 

There  are  towns  that  I  am  acquainted  with,  which 
cannot  fail  to  call  to  mind  a  stranger  who  always  fell 
asleep  in  their  clubs  and  harmonies  ;  how  cheerfully  he 
gazed  around,  when,  on  rising  from  his  sofa,  he  took  up 
his  hat,  as  much  as  to  say,  "I  thank  you  for  my  re- 
freshment." 

However,  I  can  the  more  easily  pardon  in  Leibgeber 
all  this  waking  and  sleeping  in  Kuhschnappel,  inasmuch 
as  he  is  soon  about  to  go  forth  again  into  the  wide  world. 
But  it  cannot  be  a  matter  of  equal  indifference  to  me, 
that  my  own  hero,  who,  with  his  wife,  is  about  to  establish 
himself  in  the  place,  and  whose  practical  jokes,  as  well 
as  the  hits  he  gets  in  return,  it  is  my  duty  to  describe, 
should  conduct  himself  just  as  if  he  were  called  Leib- 
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geber,  which  is  not  the  case,  seeing  he  had  already  in- 
formed his  guardian  that  he  had  changed  his  name  for 
that  of  Siebenkäs.  What,  for  instance,  was  it  but  a 
wicked  jest,  when,  just  as  the  poor  children  of  the  charity- 
school  were  beginning  to  sing  their  usual  begging-hymn, 
in  front  of  the  most  saintly  houses  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  street,  Leibgeber,  who  could  not  exist  without  a 
great  dog,  made  his  "  Saufinder "  poke  his  head  out  of 
the  window,  most  tastefully  attired  in  a  lady's  night-cap  ? 
And  .can  it  be  said  that  the  behavior  of  Siebenkäs  was 
expressive  of  more  sobriety,  when,  in  face  of  the  whole 
school,  he  suddenly  bit  into  a  lemon,  thereby  opening  all 
their  saliva-glands?  The  effect  sufficiently  proved  the 
malice  of  the  intention.  As  little  were  the  singers  able 
to  screw  up  their  lips  to  sing  properly  in  presence  of  Sau- 
finder  in  his  coiffure,  as  a  person  can  whistle  at  the  same 
time  that  he  is  laughing :  and  the  opened  sluices  of  their 
mouths  put  all  their  singing  instruments  under  water,  so 
that  every  tone  had  to  wade  painfully  through  a  flood ! 
Was  it  not,  in  fact,  the  object  of  the  two  advocates  to 
disturb  the  street-musicians  by  this  ridiculous  behavior  ? 

True,  Siebenkäs  had  but  lately  returned  from  college, 
accustomed  to  all  the  license  of  academic  life,  and  may 
therefore,  in  some  degree,  be  excused.  Besides,  I  con- 
sider the  exuberant  life  of  youthful  academicians  as  the 
fatty  substance,  which,  according  to  Reaumur,  Bonnet, 
and  Cuvier,  is  required  by  the  grub  to  give  nourishment 
to  the  butterfly  in  its  chrysalis  state. 

The  liberty  of  the  man  must  draw  for  support  on  that 
of  the  youth ;  and  a  creeping  son  of  the  Muses  can  never 
become  other  than  a  cringing  official  on  all  fours. 

However,  the  following  days  were  spent  by  the  two 
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friends  —  not  quite  out  of  order  —  in  writing  visiting- 
cards,  on  which,  of  course,  there  was  nothing  but  the 
words,  —  "  The  Advocate  of  the  Poor,  Firmian  Stanislaus 
Siebenkäs,  with  his  wife,  born  Egelkraut,  present  their 
compliments."  With  these  cards,  and  with  the  lady,  they 
were  on  Saturday  to  drive  about  the  town ;  and  it  was  to 
be  Leibgeber's  office  to  jump  out  at  every  respectable 
house,  and  carry  in  a  card.  No  bad  custom  this  of  such 
towns  as  know  how  to  enjoy  life  ! 

Yet  it  seemed  as  if  the  brothers  Siebenkäs  and  Leib- 
geber  only  trod  in  the  footsteps  of  the  most  rational 
imperial-town  and  village  customs  from  satirical  malice. 
It  is  true  that  they  imitated  the  fine  city  manners,  but 
only  in  jest ;  each  was  at  the  same  time  his  own  acting 
buffoon,  and  his  front  box.  It  would  be  an  insult  to 
the  town  of  Kuhschnappel  to  suppose  that  it  did  not 
ßee  through  the  affected  readiness  of  Siebenkäs  to  join 
in  the  processions  of  this  little  state,  into  churches  and 
out  of  churches,  to  march  with  them  to  the  Römer,  and 
to  the  shooting-ground ;  and  that  it  was  quite  blind  to 
the  pleasure  he  took  in  spoiling  and  disfiguring,  by  the 
negligence  of  his  dress  and  his  ridiculous  behavior, 
rather  than  in  really  adorning  a  well-equipped  and  sig- 
nificant procession.  Even  his  real  zeal  to  become  a 
member  of  the  Kuhschnappel  shooting-club  was  ascribed 
rather  to  his  love  of  fun  than  to  his  descent  from  a 
huntsman.  As  to  Leibgeber's  behavior  on  such  occa- 
sions, I  can  only  say,  he  is  now  full  of  the  devil,  being 
ready  to  start  on  his  travels,  and  some  years  younger 
than  his  friend. 

On  Saturday  accordingly  they  drove  about  the  town. 
They  stopped  before  the  house  of  every  city-grandee, 
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and  after  delivering  the  list  of  passengers,  drove  on,  be- 
having with  due  decorum.  Many  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
indeed,  made  the  mistake  of  confounding  the  card-carrier 
with  the  young  husband  sitting  below  ;  but  the  former 
was  serious,  knowing  that  there  was  a  proper  season  for 
jesting.  The  cards  were  delivered  according  to  the  court- 
guide  and  address-book  ;  first,  to  the  members  of  the  gov- 
ernment, both  in  the  great  and  little  council,  —  to  the 
seventy  of  the  great,  and  the  thirteen  of  the  little  council ; 
consequently,  as  constituting  the  latter,  the  judge,  the 
treasurer,  or  minister  of  finance,  the  two  Venners,  that 
is,  councillors  of  finance,  the  Heimlicher,  so  to  say,  tribune 
of  the  people,  and  each  of  the  eight  remaining  senators, 
received  his  card.  Thereupon  the  carriage  drove  down 
lower,  and  provided  the  lesser  state  officials  in  their  dif- 
ferent offices  and  committee-rooms  with  cards ;  there  was 
the  office  of  the  woods  and  forests,  the  game-commission- 
ers' office,  the  office  of  reform,  which  latter  was  direct- 
ed against  luxury,  and  the  meat-tax  commission,  which 
office  was  filled  by  a  single  good  old  man,  —  a  master- 
butcher. 

I  fear  I  have  got  myself  into  a  scrape  with  the  learned 
and  statistical  world,  in  having  neglected  to  draw  up 
for  them  anything  in  the  way  of  tables  relating  to  the 
constitution  of  the  imperial  to\vn  of  Kuhschnappel,  which 
is  properly  a  small  imperial  town,  but  was  a  large  one, — 
no  conspectus,  no  ground-plan,  nothing  at  all.  How- 
ever, I  cannot  possibly  stop  here,  in  the  full  swing  of 
the  chapter,  but  must  wait  until  we  all  come  to  the 
end,  where  I  can  open  my  statistical  warehouse  more 
conveniently. 

But  the  wheel  of  fortune  soon  began  to  creak,  and 
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throw  up  dirt ;  for  when  Leibgeber  carried  his  eighth 
part  of  an  advertisement-sheet,  announcing  the  marriage 
of  Siebenkäs,  to  the  house  of  his  guardian,  the  Heim- 
licher v.  Blaise,  he  was  received  by  the  Heimlicher's 
wife  (a  long,  meagre  scarecrow  of  a  woman,  wrapped  up 
in  calico  clouts),  warmly  enough  indeed,  but  with  the 
kind  of  warmth  usually  exhibited  in  giving  a  man  a 
thrashing.  The  words  she  uttered  were  of  dubious  im- 
port :  "My  husband  is  Heimlicher  in  the  town,  and  he  is 
not  at  home.  He  knows  nothing  about  seven  cheeses,* 
but  is  guardian  to  the  noblest  patricians.  You  had  bet- 
ter take  yourself  off,  for  you  will  find  that  you  have 
addressed  yourself  to  the  wrong  person." 

"  That  indeed  I  am  inclined  to  believe,"  said  Leib- 
geber. 

The  ward  himself,  Siebenkäs,  attempted  somewhat  to 
appease  his  letter  or  card-carrier,  by  observing  that,  like 
all  good  dogs,  the  woman  was  only  barking  at  the  stran- 
ger, before  she  fetched  and  carried  for  him.  And  when 
his  more  anxious  friend  inquired  whether  he  had  taken 
all  proper  legal  precautions  against  the  poisonous  objec- 
tions to  the  payment  of  his  money  which  his  guardian 
might  extract  from  his  change  of  name,  he  was  enabled 
to  console  him  with  the  answer,  that,  before  he  had  estab- 
lished himself  under  the  name  of  Siebenkäs,  he  had  re- 
ceived in  writing  the  opinion  and  approval  of  his  guardian, 
which  letter  or  document  he  would  show  him  when  they 
got  home. 

But  at  home  the  letter  of  Blaise  was  nowhere  to  be 
found.    Neither  in  any  box,  nor  among  his  academical, 

*  Literal  meaning  of  the  word  Siebenkäs. 
5* 
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nor  even  among  unwritten,  papers.  It  was  gone.  "  But 
what  a  fool  I  am !  "  said  the  ward,  at  length  ;  "  do  I 
want  it  ?  " 

Suddenly  his  friend,  who  had  been  looking  over  the 
Saturday's  papers,  said,  in  a  deeper  tone  of  voice  as  he 
thrust  them  into  his  pocket,  "  Come  and  take  a  run  in 
the  fields." 

When  they  were  out  of  the  town,  he  handed  him, 
with  an  embarrassed  air,  the  "  Schaff  hausen  Intelli- 
gencer," the  "  Suabian  Mercury,"  the  Stuttgard  and 
Erlangen  "  Gazettes,"  and  said,  "  Now  see  what  a  rascal 
your  guardian  is." 

In  all  these  papers  stood  the  following  parallel  pas- 
sages :  — 

"  Whereas  Hoseas  Henry  Leibgeber,  now  in  his  nine 
and  twentieth  year,  betook  himself,  anno  1774,  to  the 
Academy  of  Leipzig,  but  since  the  above  date  has  never 
been  heard  of ;  and  whereas  his  cousin  Mr.  Heimlicher 
von  Blaise  has  made  application  to  account  for,  and 
deliver  over  to  him,  the  property  which  he,  as  guardian, 
held  for  him  in  trust,  consisting  of  1200  florins,  and  in- 
asmuch as  the  term  of  such  trust  is  expired,  therefore 
the  said  Hoseas  Henry  Leibgeber  is  hereby  cited  edicta- 
liter,  and  invited,  he,  or  the  lawful  heirs  of  his  body,  to 
appear  within  six  months  from  the  present  date  (whereof 
two  months  are  appointed  for  the  first  term,  two  for  the 
second,  and  two  for  the  last  peremptory  term),  and  prop- 
erly establish  his  legal  claim  before  the  Inheritance-office 
of  this  place,  or  failing  thereof  to  expect  that  said  prop- 
erty (according  to  the  decree  in  council  of  24th  July,  de 
anno  1699,  which  declares  every  person  absent  for  the 
space  of  two  years  to  be  as  dead)  be  delivered  over  and 
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assigned  to  his  above-mentioned  cousin  and  guardian,  Mr. 

Von  Blaise. 

"  Kuhschnappel,  in  Suabia,  20th  August,  1785, 

Inheritance-office  of  the  imperial  town  Kuhschnappel." 

I  need  not  inform  the  legal  reader,  that  this  decree  of 
council  was  not  in  accordance  with  the  law  of  Bohemia, 
where  thirty-one  years  is  the  term  which  must  expire  ;  but 
with  the  old  law  in  France,  where  ten  years  are  deemed 
sufficient.  When  the  advocate  had  finished  reading,  and 
was  still  staring  at  the  last  line  motionless,  his  soul's 
brother,  agitated  by  sympathy,  took  his  hand,  and  said: 
"  Alas,  dear  friend  !  it  is  I  who  am  to  blame  for  this,  on 
account  of  our  exchange  of  names." 

"  You !  you  !  no ;  the  devil  only  is  to  blame.  But  the 
letter  must  be  found,"  returned  Siebenkäs ;  and  again 
they  searched  every  receptacle  of  letters.  At  last,  after 
an  hour's  hunt,  Leibgeber  burst  into  the  room  with  a  let- 
ter bearing  the  guardian's  seal,  broken.  The  coarseness 
of  the  paper,  the  usual  broad  fold,  without  even  an  en- 
velope, sufficiently  betrayed  that  its  address  had  neither 
been  written  by  a  lady,  nor  a  courtier,  nor  a  merchant, 
but  by  a  quill  from  a  very  different  species  of  bird.  In 
the  letter  itself,  however,  there  was  nothing  but  the  name 
of  Siebenkäs,  written  by  his  own  hand,  —  not  another 
word,  outside  or  inside.  This  was  natural ;  for  the  advo- 
cate had  the  bad  habit  of  writing  his  own  or  others'  names 
on  the  covers  of  letters,  in  order  to  try  his  pen  and  his 
hand. 

The  inside  of  the  letter,  too,  had  once  been  written 
upon ;  but  the  Heimlicher  Blaise,  unwilling  to  make  such 
an  extravagant  waste  of  paper,  had  written  his  acknowl- 
edgment of  the  exchanged  name  with  an  ink  which  dis- 
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appears  of  itself,  and  on  evaporation  leaves  the  paper  in 
its  pristine  whiteness. 

I  shall  perhaps  be  conferring  a  favor  on  many  indi- 
viduals of  the  upper  classes,  who  have  now  more  than 
ever  occasion  to  inscribe  bills  of  exchange  and  other  ob- 
ligations, if  I  communicate  to  them,  from  a  book  of  estab- 
lished authority,  a  faithful  recipe  for  the  preparation  of 
the  above-mentioned  ink,  which,  on  becoming  dry,  evap- 
orates and  disappears.  Let  any  man  of  rank  scrape  the 
surface  off  a  fine  black  cloth,  —  such,  for  instance,  as  he 
is  accustomed  to  wear  at  court ;  let  him  next  grind  the 
shavings  finer  still  on  marble,  levigate  the  fine  cloth-dust 
several  times  with  water,  and  with  this  liquid  let  him 
write  his  bill  of  exchange.  He  will  find  that,  as  soon  as 
the  moisture  has  entirely  evaporated,  every  letter  of  the 
bill  of  exchange  will  have  flown  after  it  in  the  form  of 
dust.  The  white  star,  as  it  were,  has  burst  through  the 
darkness  of  the  ink. 

But  I  fancy  that,  by  communicating  the  above  recipe, 
I  shall  likewise  have  done  service  to  the  holders  of  such 
bills,  as  well  as  to  those  who  draw  them,  since  in  future 
they  will  probably  take  care  not  to  accept  a  bond  before 
it  has  been  exposed  for  a  certain  time  to  the  sun. 

In  a  former  edition  of  this  work  I  had  confounded  the 
cloth-ink  with  the  sympathetic  ink.  The  latter  also  be- 
comes pale  and  vanishes  after  a  time,  and  is  usually  em- 
ployed by  princes  in  their  preliminary  and  standing  trea- 
ties ;  but  this  ink  is  red.  A  truce  of  peace,  of  three 
years'  duration,  is  no  longer  legible,  not  even  to  a  man 
in  the  prime  of  life;  because  red  ink,  the  encaustum  with 
which,  in  former  times,  none  but  the  Roman  emperors 
were  permitted  to  write,  too  easily  becomes  pale,  if,  from 
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a  mean  economy  in  such  dye-stuffs,  too  few  human  beings, 
from  whom,  like  cochineal  from  insects,  such  ink  is  made, 
have  been  employed  in  its  preparation.  Therefore  the 
treaty  must  be  engraved  and  etched  anew  into  the  land, 
with  good  instruments,  —  the  so-called  instruments  of 
peace,  at  the  end  of  the  musket. 

The  friends  both  disguised  from  the  young  wife  this 
first  muttering  of  the  storm  that  threatened  her  married 
life.  On  Sunday  forenoon,  during  the  church-service, 
they  went  to  pay  the  Heimlicher  a  friendly  visit ;  but 
unluckily  he  was  at  church.  This  pleasant  visit  was 
therefore  deferred  until  the  afternoon  ;  but  then  he  was 
at  the  chapel  of  the  orphan-asylum,  the  whole  blooming 
harvest  of  orphans,  boys  and  girls,  having  previously  paid 
a  visit  to  him,  as  overseer  of  the  orphan-asylum,  and  been 
admitted  to  the  honor  of  kissing  his  hand  ;  for  the  steward- 
ship of  the  orphan-asylum,  as  he  himself  was  wont  mod- 
estly but  truly  to  observe,  had  been  committed  to  his  un- 
worthy hands.  After  the  evening  service  he  held  his 
own  private  service ;  in  short,  the  two  advocates  found 
themselves  separated  from  him  by  a  threefold  spiritual 
altar-railing.  He  nobly  permitted  the  members  of  his 
household,  not  indeed  to  eat,  but  to  pray  at  the  same 
table  with  him.  He  preferred  passing  the  Sunday  with 
them,  as  a  day  of  labor,  in  chanting ;  because  by  such 
devotional  means  he  best  preserved  them  from  the  sin  of 
sabbath-breaking,  which  consisted  in  working  on  their 
own  account,  in  sewing,  cobbling,  &c.  Besides,  this  was 
the  best  mode  of  spending  the  day,  as  a  day  of  prepara- 
tion and  exercise  for  the  ensuing  week ;  like  actors,  who, 
in  towns  where  they  are  prohibited  from  exhibiting  on 
the  Sunday,  appoint  that  day  for  their  theatrical  re- 
hearsals. 
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However,  I  counsel  sick  persons  not  to  approach  too 
near,  or  to  smell  these  sky-blue  plants  which  adorn  the 
vineyard  of  the  church,  as  an  English  garden  is  orna- 
mented with  the  beautiful  sky  or  Jesuit-blue  poisonous 
blossoms  of  the  napellus  {Aconitum  nap.),  which  grow 
up,  like  a  pyramid,  to  man's  height.* 

Such  people  as  Blaise  ascend  Mount  Sinai  and  the 
place  of  skulls,  not  only  in  order  that,  like  the  goats,  they 
may  feed  while  mounting ;  but  they  seek  the  holy  moun- 
tain-tops that  they  may  thence  make  sallies,  as  a  good 
general  always  occupies  the  heights,  especially  the  bil- 
lows' hills.  The  Heimlicher  ascends  from  earth  into  the 
sky  even  oftener  than  Blanchard,  though  for  the  same 
reason  ;  he  is  even  able  to  maintain  his  soul  in  such  a 
flight  for  half  a  day  at  a  time ;  but  in  this  he  cannot  come 
up  to  the  flying  dragon  of  the  king  of  Siam,  which  is 
sustained  in  the  air  by  the  mandarins  in  turn  for  two 
months  together.  Neither  does  he  ascend,  like  the  lark, 
to  make  music ;  but  like  the  noble  falcon,  to  dart  down 
upon  his  prey.  If  I  see  him  praying  on  a  Mount  of 
Olives,  he  is  about  to  build  an  oil-mill  up  there ;  does  he 
weep  by  the  brook  Kedron,  he  is  about  to  fish  for  crabs, 
or  to  throw  some  one  into  it.  He  prays  that  he  may 
allure  the  ignes  fatui  of  sin  to  himself ;  he  kneels,  like 
the  first  rank  in  a  regiment,  only  that  he  may  take  bet- 
ter aim  at  some  one  who  stands  opposed  to  him.  He 

*  Sky-blue  is  the  color  of  the  order  of  the  Jesuits,  as  likewise  that 
of  Krisna,  and  of  anger.  The  hypothesis  of  Marat,  the  natural  philos- 
opher, that  blue  and  red  in  combination  produce  black,  should  be 
tested  by  mixing  the  Cardinals'  red  with  the  Jesuits'  blue.  Marat 
himself  afterwards  produced,  in  the  revolution,  from  blue,  red,  and 
white,  the  most  beautiful  ivory  black,  or  the  so-called  Indian  ink,  with 
which,  in  later  times,  Napoleon  used  to  paint. 
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stretches  out  his  arms,  kindly  and  warmly,  to  clasp  some 
one,  a  ward  for  example,  in  the  closest  embrace,  but  only, 
like  the  heated  Moloch,  that  he  may  burn  him  to  ashes  ; 
or  he  piously  crosses  his  arms  in  prayer,  that,  like  the 
so-called  iron  virgins,  he  may  cut  into  the  flesh  of  his 
victims. 

At  length  the  disquieted  friends  became  sensible  that 
there  are  certain  persons  to  whom  it  is  easiest  to  gain 
admittance  after  the  fashion  of  thieves,  without  being  an- 
nounced. On  Sunday  evening  therefore,  at  eight  o'clock, 
they  marched  without  ceremony  into  the  house  of  Mr.  von 
Blaise.  All  was  still  and  deserted.  They  crossed  an 
empty  hall,  entered  an  empty  saloon,  and  through  the 
halt-open  folding-doors  they  peeped  into  the  private 
chapel  of  the  house.  Through  the  crevice  they  could 
only  see  six  stools,  upon  each  of  which  lay  an  open 
hymn-book,  turned  on  its  face ;  and  on  a  table,  covered 
with  oil-cloth,  lay  Miiller's  "  Heavenly  Kiss  of  the  Spirit," 
and  Schlichthober's  "  Five-fold  Considerations  for  all 
Sundays  and  Holidays."  They  pressed  through  the 
opening,  and  lo  !  the  Heimlicher  sat  alone  at  the  head 
of  the  table,  and  continued  his  devotions,  sleeping,  with 
his  night-cap  under  hi?  arm  ;  for  the  servants  of  his  house- 
hold and  church  had  read  aloud  to  him  (and  the  same 
happened  every  Sunday)  until  he  had  become  hardened 
by  sleep  into  a  petrifaction,  or  a  pillar  of  salt ;  because 
what  he  had  eaten  and  drunk,  in  addition  to  his  spiritual 
nourishment,  had  made  his  eyes  as  heavy  as  his  head ; 
or  because,  like  all  other  hearers,  he  was  accustomed  to 
close  his  eyes  during  the  scattering  of  the  divine  seed,  as 
people  do  while  their  heads  are  powdered;  or  because 
private  chapels  and  churches  are  like  the  old  temples,  in 
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which  oracular  revelations  were  received  in  sleep.  The 
servants  then  read  in  a  lower  tone,  in  order  gradually  to 
accustom  him  to  silence ;  and  afterwards,  they  all  crept 
off  quietly,  piously  leaving  him  alone  in  his  posture  of 
prayer,  leaning  against  his  chair-bed  until  ten  o'clock, 
when  Mrs.  Heimlicher  returned  from  visiting.  The  do- 
mestic sacristan,  with  the  help  of  the  watchman,  then 
awoke  him  suddenly  out  of  his  sleep  by  a  shrill  "  amen," 
and  he  again  covered  his  cold  head. 

But  this  day  it  happened  otherwise.  Leibgeber  knock- 
ed several  times  loudly  on  the  table  with  the  knuckle  of 
his  forefinger,  to  rouse  the  father  of  the  town  out  of  his 
first  sleep.  Beholding  at  his  levee  the  two  meagre  paro- 
dies and  copies  of  each  other,  and  bewildered  by  sleep 
and  beer,  instead  of  his  fallen  cap  he  took  down  a  glass 
wig  from  the  block,  and  put  it  on  his  head.  His  ward 
addressed  him  with  civility,  and  said  he  wished  to  intro- 
duce to  him  the  friend  with  whom  he  had  exchanged 
names ;  he  also  called  him  "  gracious  cousin  and  guar- 
dian." Leibgeber,  who  was  more  excited  and  angry, 
because  he  was  a  few  years  younger,  and  because  the 
injustice  did  not  affect  himself,  fired  off,  three  uncivil 
steps  nearer,  this  question  at  his  ears,  "  Pray,  which  of 
us  two  has  your  grace  declared  pro  mortuo,  in  order  the 
better  to  cite  him  as  a  dead  man?  Here  two  ghosts 
appear  at  once." 

Blaise  turned  away  proudly  from  Leibgeber  to  Sieben- 
käs, and  said,  "  If  you,  sir,  have  not  changed  your  dress 
with  your  name,  you  are  the  worthy  person  with  whom 
I  have  several  times  had  the  honor  to  speak.  Or  are 
you  perhaps  the  gentleman  ?  "  said  he,  turning  to  Leib- 
geber,  who  shook  his  head  like  one  possessed.    "  Well, 
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then,"  continued  he,  in  a  more  friendly  manner,  "  I  must 
confess  to  you,  Mr.  Siebenkäs,  that  hitherto  I  really  have 
been  of  opinion  that  you  were  the  same  person  who,  ten 
years  ago,  entered  the  academy,  and  whose  small  in- 
heritance I  took  in  tutelage,  or  rather  curatorship.  What 
most  conduced  to  my  error  is  the  resemblance  which  you, 
sir,  appear  to  bear,  prceter  propter,  with  my  lost  pupil ; 
for,  tertiä  comparationis,  there  are  several  discrepancies  ; 
for  instance,  a  mole  near  the  ear." 

"That  foolish  mole,"  interrupted  Leibgeber,  "he  ob- 
literated, for  my  sake,  with  a  toad  ;  because  it  looked 
like  an  ass's  ear,  and  because  he  could  not  have  sup- 
posed that,  with  the  ear,  he  would  at  the  same  time  lose 
a  relative." 

"  It  may  be  so,"  replied  the  guardian,  coldly ;  "  you 
must  bear  witness  for  me,  Mr.  Advocate,  that  it  had  been 
my  intention  to  pay  over  to  you  the  inheritance  to-day ; 
for  knowing  your  jocose  disposition,  I  could  easily  believe 
that  the  assertion  of  your  having  changed  your  parental 
for  a  strange  name  was  a  jest.  But  during  the  preceding 
week  I  have  learnt  that  you  really  have  been  proclaimed 
and  married  under  the  name  of  Siebenkäs,  and  so  forth : 
now,  I  have  spoken  on  the  subject  with  my  son-in-law, 
Mr.  Von  Knärnschilder,  president  of  the  Inheritance- 
office,  and  he  tells  me  I  should  incur  a  great  risk  were  I 
to  give  the  property  out  of  my  hands.  '  What  could  you 
object/  observed  he,  very  justly,  '  if,  at  any  time,  a  third 
possessor  of  the  name  should  appear,  and  claim  from  you 
a  re-delivery  of  the  trust-money  ? '  And,  indeed,  it  would 
be  too  hard  upon  a  man  who,  in  the  multiplicity  of  his 
business,  has  undertaken  the  troublesome  curatorship 
prescribed  by  the  laws,  entirely  out  of  love  to  his  rela- 
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tions,  and  brotherly  love  towards  his  fellow-creatures  *  in 
general,  —  it  would  be  too  hard  upon  him,  I  repeat,  if,  as  a 
reward  for  so  much  trouble,  he  should  be  obliged  to  pay 
the  sum  over  again  out  of  his  own  purse.  At  any  rate, 
Mr.  Advocate  Siebenkäs,  as  I  am  perhaps  more  willing 
than  you  suppose,  in  my  private  capacity,  to  admit  the 
justice  of  your  claim,  but  since  an  individual  conviction, 
as  you,  a  lawyer,  must  be  well  aware,  is  no  legal  evi- 
dence, and  I  must  act  here  as  guardian,  not  as  a  man,  —  I 
would  suggest  that  you  should  leave  the  decision  of  your 
case  to  a  third  party,  who  would  be  less  partial  to  my 
wishes,  viz.  to  the  Inheritance-office.  Give  me  the  pleas- 
ure, Mr.  Advocate  Siebenkäs,"  concluded  he,  smiling, 
and  laying  his  hand  upon  his  ward's  shoulder,  "  of  re- 
ceiving a  legal  proof  of  that  which  I  cannot  but  desire,  — 
that  you  are  my  long-unheard-of  cousin,  Leibgeber." 

"  Is  not,  then,  the  trifling  resemblance  which  Mr.  Sie- 
benkäs yonder  bears  to  himself,  that  is  to  say,  to  your 
ward,  of  equal  value  as  evidence  as  a  similar  resemblance 
in  the  case  of  comparatio  literarum  ?  "  said  Leibgeber, 
with  grim  composure,  performing  various  runs  and  fugues 
on  the  color-piano  of  his  face. 

"  By  all  means,"  replied  Von  Blaise,  "  something, 
but  not  everything ;  for  there  were  many  pseudo-Neros, 
and  in  Portugal  three  or  four  pseudo-Sebastians  ;  and 
you  yourself  might  be  my  cousin,  Mr.  Leibgeber." 

The  latter  sprang  forward,  with  a  changed  and  joyful 
tone,  and  exclaimed,  "  And  so  I  am,  my  dearest  guardian  ; 

*  He  calls  mankind  his  brethren,  after  the  fashion  of  Moravians, 
monks,  and  princes ;  but  perhaps  not  without  reason,  since  he  treats 
them  quite  as  well  as  an  Eastern  prince  treats  his  brothers,  —  yes,  even 
with  somewhat  more  leniency,  without  the  bodily  beheading,  blinding, 
and  maiming,  in  addition  to  the  spiritual. 
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it  was  only  a  trial,  —  pray  pardon  my  friend  and  myself 
this  trifling  deception." 

"  Very  well,"  replied  he,  more  haughtily ;  "  but  you 
must  now  be  convinced,  gentlemen,  by  your  own  shift- 
ings,  of  the  necessity  of  a  judicial  inquiry." 

This  quite  overpowered  the  Advocate  of  the  Poor :  he 
squeezed  the  hand  of  his  friend  in  order  to  restrain  him, 
and  with  a  voice  really  broken  under  the  sentiment  of  a 
fellow-creature's  hatred,  he  inquired,  "  Did  you  never 
write  to  me  at  Leipzig  ?  " 

u  If  you  are  my  ward,"  returned  Blaise,  "  I  certainly 
did  several  times  ;  if  you  are  not,  you  have  procured  my 
letters  by  some  other  means." 

With  a  still  more  gentle  and  broken  voice  Siebenkäs 
added,  "  Do  you  not  recollect  having  written  a  letter  in 
which  you  assured  me  that  I  might,  without  hazard, 
change  my  name  ?    Do  you  not  ?  " 

"  That  is  really  too  absurd,"  answered  Blaise ;  "  in 
such  a  case  the  question  at  issue  were  at  an  end." 

Here  Leibgeber  riveted  his  ten  fingers  into  the  father 
of  the  town,  seized  each  shoulder  like  a  saddle-bow,  and 
cramping  him  with  his  hands  firmly  to  the  chair,  he  rolled 
out  the  words,  "  No  letter  ?  —  none,  —  none  ?  —  old  hon- 
est hoary  villain  !  Don't  grunt,  or  I  '11  throttle  thee  !  — 
none  —  O  thou  true  God  !  Move  not,  guardian,  or  my 
dog  will  fly  at  your  throat.  Answer  softly,  hast  thou 
received  no  letter,  sayest  thou?  " 

"  I  am  quite  content  to  say  nothing,"  lisped  Blaise  ; 
"  more  especially  as  under  coercion  no  evidence  is  of  any 
value." 

Siebenkcäs  now  drew  his  friend  away,  but  the  latter 
called  Saufinder,  «  Mordax  !  hah !  Sau !  "  took  off  the 
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glass  wig  from  the  servant  of  the  state,  and,  breaking 
out  its  principal  locks,  said  to  Siebenkäs,  while  the  dog 
lay  ready  for  a  spring,  "  Screw  him  down  yourself,  if 
the  dog  is  not  to  do  it,  that  he  may  listen  quietly  whilst 
I  whisper  a  few  sweet  flatteries  into  his  ear,  and  don't 
let  him  say  *  pap.'  Mr.  Heimlicher  born  von  Blaise, 
my  object  here  is  not  to  abuse  you,  or  to  utter  before 
you  an  improvised  pasquinade ;  on  the  contrary,  I  will 
call  you  an  old  rogue,  a  robber  of  orphans,  a  varnished 
villain,  and  whatever  else  there  is  of  the  same  sort,  as, 
for  instance,  a  Polish  bear,  whose  track  looks  like  that 
of  a  human  being.*  Such  titles  as  I  now  bestow,  —  such 
as  villain,  Judas,  rascal,"  —  and  at  every  word  he  struck 
the  glass  turban  against  the  other  hand,  like  a  basin  in 
Janizary  music,  — "  scoundrel,  blood-leech,  tear-leech, 
such  nominal  definitions  cannot  be  called  abuse,  and 
cannot  give  offence  ;  first,  because,  according  to  lib.  xv. 
§  38  de  injur.,  the  greatest  insults  may  be  spoken  in 
jest,  and  I  am  now  jesting ;  and,  secondly,  because,  in 
defence  of  one's  rights,  abuse  y  always  permissible,  vide 
Leyser.  Yes,  according  to  Quistorp's  penal  code,  a  per- 
son may  be  accused  of  the  greatest  misdemeanor  without 
injuriandi  animus,  provided  such  have  not  been  proved 
and  punished.  And  is  thy  honesty  already  proved  and 
punished,  thou  hoary-headed,  dishonest  rogue  ?  have  you 
not  —  like  the  Heimlicher  in  Freiburg,*  who  is,  how- 
ever, a  better  man  —  the  privilege  of  being  exempt  from 
prosecution  for  a  certain  number  of  years  ?  but  I  '11  per- 

*  The  same  robbing  and  murderous  paw  is  concealed  in  both  under 
the  semblance  of  a  human  footstep. 

f  The  Heimlicher  in  Freiburg  is  inviolable  for  five  years  while  his 
office  lasts,  and  for  three  years  after  his  resignation. 
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Becute  you  to-day.  —  Mumbler !  Mordax!"  the  dog 
looked  up  for  orders. 

"  Now  leave  off,"  said  Siebenkäs,  who  felt  sorry  for  the 
humbled  sinner. 

"  This  minute ;  but  don't  make  me  savage,"  said 
Leibgeber.  He  let  fall  the  shorn  wig,  and,  standing 
upon  it,  drew  out  his  scissors  and  black  paper.  "  I 
must  first  quietly  cut  out  the  bolstered  face  of  his  pray- 
ing nightcap,  and  take  it  with  me  as  a  *  gage  $  amour? 
I  can  then  carry  this  ecce  homunculus  about  the  world 
with  me,  and  entreat  the  folks  to  beat  him.  Blessed 
is  he,  who,  before  his  death,  thrashes  the  Heimlicher 
Blasius  of  Kuhschnappel !  I  was  myself  too  strong  to 
do  it.  I  shall  be  unable  to  inform  that  bald  fawning 
sharper,"  continued  he,  turning  to  Siebenkäs,  and  com- 
pleting a  good  profile,  "of  my  success,  in  person,  until 
after  the  lapse  of  a  year,  when  the  small  offence  I  may 
po.-sibly  have  been  guilty  of  against  the  villain  will 
have  become  antiquated,  and  we  shall  be  as  good  friends 
as  before." 

He  then  unexpectedly  requested  Siebenkäs  to  remain 
with  Saufinder,  whom,  by  a  sign,  he  had  posted  as  a 
corps  oV observation  against  the  Heimlicher,  while  he  went 
away  for  a  moment.  During  his  late  visit  to  Blaise's 
state  saloon,  where  he  received  the  great  and  middle 
world  of  Kuhschnappel,  he  had  been  much  struck  with 
the  paper,  and  with  a  peculiarly  significant  stove,  in  the 
form  of  the  Goddess  Themis,  who  certainly  singes  as 
often  as  she  warms  :  he  had,  in  consequence,  brought 
with  him,  for  this  visit,  a  camel-hair  paint-brush,  and  a 
little  bottle  of  ink,  made  of  cobalt,  dissolved  in  aqua- 
fortis, to  which  are  added  a  few  drops  of  some  volatile 
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salt.  Unlike  the  black-cloth  ink,  which  is  visible  at 
first  and  invisible  afterwards,  this  sympathetic  ink  does 
not  at  first  appear  at  all,  but  comes  out  in  green  when 
the  paper  is  warmed.  Leibgeber  now  took  his  bruNh 
and  painted  on  the  paper  nearest  the  stove  or  Themis 
the  following  invisible  wall-hornbook  :  — 

"  In  presence  of  all  the  assembled  guests,  the  Goddess 
of  Justice  herewith  enters  her  protest,  that,  worse  even 
than  being  hung  in  effigy,  she  is  here  stuck  up  to  be 
heated  and  cooled  at  the  good  pleasure  of  the  Minis- 
ter of  Injustice,  the  Heimlicher  von  Blaise,  long  since 
condemned  at  the  bar  of  the  inner  secret  tribunal. — 
Themis." 

Leibgeber  left  the  silent  seed  of  this  green  Priestley's 
matter  on  the  wall,  pleased  with  the  conviction  that,  on 
some  future  day,  in  winter,  when  the  saloon  of  the  God- 
dess should  be  well  warmed  for  a  grand  party,  the 
whole  green  market  would  all  of  a  sudden  shoot  up  mer- 
rily, in  sight  of  the  assembled  company. 

On  returning  to  the  oratory,  he  found  his  Saufinder 
still  engaged  in  his  official  contemplation,  and  his  friend, 
according  to  command,  contemplating  the  dog.  They 
all  took  a  polite  leave  of  the  Heimlicher,  and  Leibgeber 
even  begged  him  not  to  accompany  them  to  the  street,  as 
it  might  there  be  difficult  to  restrain  Mordax  from  a  little 
bite  or  so. 

In  the  street,  he  said  to  his  friend,  "  Now  don't  pull  a 
long  face  at  it ;  I  shall  always  be  able  to  fly  in  and  out  to 
you.  Accompany  me  now  beyond  the  gate ;  for  this  very 
day  I  must  pass  the  border.  Let  us  run,  that  in  six 
minutes  we  may  find  ourselves  on  the  prince's  territory." 

Beyond  the  gate,  that  is,  its  un-Palmyrian  ruins  the 
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crystal  light-reflecting  grotto  of  an  August  night  spread 
its  illuminated  vault  over  the  dark-green  earth,  and  the 
ocean-calm  of  nature  rebuked  the  storm  of  the  human 
breast.  Night  drew  up,  over  the  earth  arid  down  be- 
neath it,  the  curtain  of  heaven,  full  of  silent  suns,  without 
the  stirring  of  a  breeze  ;  the  reaped  corn  stood  in  sheaves 
without  a  rustle  ;  while  the  monotonous  cricket,  and  a 
harmless  old  man  gathering  snails,  seemed  to  dwell  alone 
in  the  spacious  darkness. 

The  fires  of  anger  were  suddenly  burnt  down  in  both. 
In  a  tone  lower  by  two  octaves,  Leibgeber  said :  "  God  be 
praised !  this  again  writes  a  verse  of  peace  round  the 
inner,  storm-bell.  It  seems  as  if  Night  with  her  black 
robe  had  muffled  my  noisy  drum,  and  subdued  it  to  fune- 
real music ;  and  I  find  myself  with  pleasure  somewhat  sad 
after  so  much  scolding." 

"  I  only  wish  your  humorous  rage  against  the  shorn 
sinner  had  not  been  on  my  account,  old  Henry,"  re- 
sponded Siebenkäs. 

"  Had  you  been  in  my  place,"  said  Leibgeber,  "  you 
would  have  stormed  still  worse,  though  you  cannot  fling  a 
satire  into  people's  faces  as  readily  as  I  can.  It  is  easy 
enough  for  a  man,  especially  one  so  gentle  and  mild  as 
myself,  to  bear  ill-treatment  on  his  own  account,  but  not 
to  see  a  friend  ill-treated,  and  you,  alas  !  are  the  martyr 
of  my  name,  and  at  the  same  time  blood  and  eye-witness 
of  it  this  day ;  and  in  a  general  way  when  I  am  ridden 
by  the  devil  of  anger,  or  rather  when  I  ride  it,  I  prefer  to 
ride  the  brute  half  dead,  till  he  fall  down,  that  I  may  not 
have  to  mount  him  again  for  a  quarter  of  a  year  at  the 
least ;  but  I  have  crumbled  bread  into  a  famous  soup  for 
you,  and  leave  you  sitting  with  the  spoon." 
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Siebenkäs  certainly  did  fear  that  he  should  lose  the 
twelve  hundred  florins,  the  baptismal  fee  of  his  new  bap- 
tism ;  he  therefore  said  as  cheerfully  and  unconcernedly 
as  his  heart,  oppressed  by  the  sudden  separation  of  the 
night,  would  allow :  "  I  and  my  wife  have  provisions 
enough  in  our  fortress  of  Königstein,  and  we  can  sow  and 
reap  in  it.  God  grant  us  sometimes  a  hard  nut  to  crack, 
for  after  such  nuts  the  table-wine  of  our  smoked  life 
tastes  most  delightfully.  I  shall  bring  on  my  action  to- 
morrow." 

As  the  hour  of  departure  was  about  to  strike,  they 
both  concealed  their  emotion  under  the  guise  of  coinic 
phrases. 

On  arriving  at  a  column  built  by  the  Princess  of  

to  commemorate  a  meeting  with  her  sister,  who  descended 
the  Alps,  while  she  came  from  England,  —  and  as  this 
joyful  memento  of  a  meeting  was  this  day  to  be  the  me- 
mento of  something  very  opposite,  —  Leibgeber  said, 
"  Now  march  back,  —  your  wife  is  anxious,  —  it  is  already 
past  eleven  o'clock.  There  is  your  boundary,  the  Ra- 
benstein,* your  border-fortress.  I  shall  go  into  the  terri- 
tory of  Baireuth  and  Saxony  for  a  while,  and  there  cut 
my  rye,  i.  e.  strangers'  faces,  and  sometimes  my  own 
foolish  one  besides.  I  shall  probably  see  you  again,  just 
for  fun,  in  a  year  and  a  day,  when  my  verbal  offence  shall 
have  become  antiquated.  En  passant"  added  he,  quickly, 
"  give  me  your  word  of  honor  to  do  me  a  favor."  Sieben- 
käs gave  it  too  hastily.  "  Do  not  send  my  depositum 
after  me.f  A  prosecutor  requires  money  to  meet  ex- 
penses.   So  farewell,  dearest !  " 

*  Lit.  Raven-stone,  place  of  execution.  —  Tr. 
t  Consisting  of  money,  —  five  vicariat  dollars,  &c. 
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These  last  words  he  uttered  rapidly,  and  after  a  hasty- 
embrace  ran  at  full  speed  down  the  hill.  The  bewil- 
dered forsaken  friend  gazed  after  him  without  accom- 
panying his  departure  by  so  much  as  a  tone.  In  the 
valley  the  runaway  stopped,  stooped  down  low,  and 
loosened  his  garters.  "  Could  you  not  have  done  that 
up  here  ?  "  cried  Siebenkäs,  and  he  ran  down  after  him, 
and  said,  "  We  will  remain  together  till  we  reach  the 
Rabenstein." 

The  sandbath  and  reverberating  fire  of  a  noble  anger 
made  all  their  softer  feelings  warmer,  as  a  warm  climate 
adds  strength  to  poisons  and  spices.  The  first  leave- 
taking  having  already  made  their  eyes  overflow,  all  they 
could  now  command  was  voice  and  expression. 

"  You  are  not  unwell,  after  so  much  vexation  ?  "  said 
Siebenkäs. 

"  If,  as  the  saying  goes,  the  death  of  the  domestic 
animals  foretells  the  death  of  the  master  of  the  house," 
returned  Leibgeber,  "  I  shall  live  forever ;  for  in  my 
menagerie  all  the  animals  are  alive  and  kicking."  * 

They  stopped  at  last  before  the  refuse-heap  of  the  mar- 
ket-town,—  the  place  of  execution.  "Now  only  up  to 
the  top,"  said  Siebenkäs. 

When  they  had  ascended  this  boundary-hill  of  so  many 
a  wrecked  existence,  Siebenkäs  looked  down  upon  the 
stone-altar,  partly  overgrown  with  green,  of  so  many  an 
innocent  sacrifice,  and  pictured  to  himself  in  that  darkened 
moment  what  heavy  blood-drops  of  agony,  what  burning 
tears  had  flowed  from  child-murderesses  —  themselves 
murdered  by  the  state  and  their  lovers  —  on  this  last  and 

*  It  is  well  known  that  Plato  compares  our  lower  passions  to  a  troop 
of  beasts  kicking  in  the  belly. 

VOL.  I.  6 


122     FLOWER,   FRUIT,   AND   THORN  PIECES. 

shortest  scaffold  of  torture,  on  this  field  of  blood :  and 
when  he  lifted  up  his  eyes  from  this  last  fog-bank  of  life, 
and  gazed  over  the  wide  earth,  around  the  boundaries 
and  above  the  brooks  of  which  the  mists  of  night  were 
steaming,  he  took  the  hand  of  his  friend,  and  looked, 
weeping,  into  the  free  starry  heaven,  and  said,  "  There 
aloft  the  fogs  of  our  days  must  one  day  be  resolved  into 
stars,  even  as  the  mist  of  the  milky-way  parts  into  suns. 
Henry,  dost  thou  not  yet  believe  in  the  immortality  of  the 
soul?" 

"  Friend,"  responded  Leibgeber,  "  it  won't  yet  do. 
Blaise  scarcely  deserves  to  live  once,  not  to  speak  of 
twice,  and  several  times.  True,  it  sometimes  seems  to 
me  as  if  a  piece  of  the  other  world  should  be  painted  into 
this,  in  order  to  round  it  off,  and  make  it  a  whole  in 
itself,  — just  as  I  have  often  seen  portions  of  foreign  ob- 
jects introduced  at  the  sides  of  pictures,  to  detach  the 
principal  group  from  the  frame,  and  give  it  unity  ;  but  at 
this  moment  human  beings  seem  to  me  rather  to  resemble 
the  crabs  which  the  priests  formerly  furnished  with  little 
torches,  and  turned  adrift  to  creep  about  the  church- 
yards, to  represent  the  souls  of  the  departed  ;  thus  we 
too,  with  our  torches  of  souls,  with  the  masks  of  immortal 
beings,  creep  over  the  graves  :  they  will  perhaps  some 
day  go  out." 

His  friend  clasped  him  to  his  heart,  and  said :  "  We 
never  go  out.  Farewell  a  thousand  times.  We  shall 
meet  again.  By  my  soul,  we  do  not  go  out.  Farewell, 
farewell ! " 

And  thus  they  parted.  Henry  proceeded  slowly,  with 
drooping  arms,  along  the  footpath  between  the  stubble, 
and  did  not  so  much  as  lift  his  hand  to  his  overflowing 
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eyes,  lest  he  should  give  token  of  his  grief.  But  great 
pain  came  over  his  orphaned  friend :  for  men  who  seldom 
break  out  into  tears  pour  them  forth  on  occasions  the 
more  immoderately ;  and  so  he  came  back  and  laid  his 
exhausted  and  softened  heart  to  rest  on  the  peaceful 
bosom  of  his  wife,  whom  not  even  a  dream  disturbed. 
But  far  into  the  forecourt  of  dreams  was  he  accompanied 
by  pictures  of  Lenette's  future  days,  and  of  his  friend's 
night-walk  beneath  the  stars,  to  which  the  latter  looked 
up  in  his  loneliness,  without  a  hope  of  ever  approaching 
nearer  to  them ;  and  it  was  for  his  friend  that  unseen  he 
wept  the  longest. 

0,  ye  friends !  thou  who  wanderest  abroad,  and  thou 
at  home !  But  why  then  have  I  always  to  repress  the 
sentiment  which  the  thought  of  you  has  again  so  strongly 
awakened  in  my  bosom ;  the  feeling  with  which,  as  it 
were  by  stealth,  I  was  so  deeply  penetrated  and  refreshed 
in  my  youth,  when  I  read  in  their  letters  of  the  friend- 
ship between  a  Swift,  an  Arbuthnot,  and  a  Pope  ?  Have 
not  many  others  felt  themselves,  like  me,  warmed  and 
encouraged  by  the  touching,  quiet  love  of  these  manly 
hearts,  which,  though  cold,  cutting,  and  sharp  to  the  outer 
world,  yet  labored  and  throbbed  in  their  common  inner 
wo  rid  warmly  and  tenderly  for  one  another;  as  it  were, 
lofty  palm-trees  armed  with  long  thoms  against  all  that 
lies  below,  but  on  their  summits  filled  with  precious  palm- 
wine  of  the  -most  vigorous  friendship  ? 

And  if  this  be  so,  may  I  not  likewise,  though  in  a 
lower  degree,  find  in  our  two  friends  something  similar 
to  awaken  the  echoes  of  our  love  ?  Do  not  inquire  too 
scrupulously  why  they  became  attached  by  such  brotherly 
ties.    It  is  only  hatred,  not  love,  that  requires  explana- 
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tion.  The  source  of  the  best  and  holiest,  from  the  uni- 
verse up  to  God,  is  hidden  behind  a  night,  full  of  too- 
distant  stars.  In  the  green,  juicy  period  of  youth,  at 
college,  they  both  looked  through  the  breast  into  one 
another's  heart,  but  they  were  attracted  by  their  opposite 
poles.  Siebenkäs  especially  admired  Leibgeber's  vigorous 
firmness,  yes,  even  his  power  of  anger ;  his  superiority 
to,  and  ridicule  of,  every  kind  of  pretension,  aristocratic, 
sentimental,  and  even  learned;  for,  like  the  condor,  he 
laid  the  egg  of  his  act,  or  deep  saying,  without  any  nest, 
on  the  naked  rock,  and,  preferring  to  live  without  a  name, 
was  continually  assuming  a  new  one.  The  Advocate  of 
the  Poor,  therefore,  used  to  relate  to  him  over  and  over 
again  two  anecdotes,  for  the  sake  of  enjoying  his  vexa- 
tion. The  first  was  concerning  a  German  professor  in 
Dorpat,  who  suddenly  checked  himself  in  the  midst  of  a 
panegyrical  discourse  on  the  reigning  Grand  Duke  Alex- 
ander, and  was  silent ;  and,  after  gazing  a  long  time  at 
his  bust,  at  length  said,  "  The  silent  heart  hath  spoken." 
His  second  anecdote  was  that  of  Klopstock's  having  sent 
the  splendid  edition  of  his  Messiah  to  the  gate  of  the 
school  where  he  was  educated,  begging  the  worthy  porter 
to  strew  spring-flowers  on  the  grave  of  his  teacher, 
Stubel,  and  thereupon  whisper  in  a  low  tone  the  giver's 
name,  Klopstock.  When  Leibgeber  waxed  angry,  Sie- 
benkäs continued,  that  the  poet  had  called  upon  four 
porters  in  succession,  and  invited  them  each  to  deliver 
three  reading  lectures  from  his  Messiah,  promising  them 
in  return  a  gold  medal,  presented  by  a  friend  ;  and  here 
Siebenkäs  would  wait  to  see  Leibgeber  storm  and  rave 
against  a  person  who,  to  speak  after  his  own  fashion,  wor- 
shipped himself  as  his  own  reliquarium,  full  of  holy  bones 
and  limbs. 
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Leibgeber,  on  the  other  hand,  (somewhat  resembling 
the  Morlacks,  who,  according  to  Towinson  and  Forlis, 
while  they  have  but  one  word  for  revenge  and  conse- 
cration, are  yet  as  friends  betrothed  and  blessed  at  the 
altar,)  Leibgeber,  I  say,  especially  admired  and  loved, 
in  his  satirical  foster-brother,  the  diamond  pin  which 
united  poetry  and  mildness  with  a  world-braving  stoicism. 
And  lastly,  they  enjoyed  the  unusual  pleasure  of  mutu- 
ally understanding  each  other,  both  in  their  jests  and  in 
earnest.  It  is  not  every  one  wTho  meets  with  such  a 
friend ! 
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Lenette's  Honeymoon.  —  Book-brewing.  —  Schulrath  Stiefel. 
—  Mr.  Everard.  —  The  Day  before  the  Wake.  —  The  Red 
Cow.  —  St.  Michael's  Wake.  —  The  Beggar's  Opera.  — Temp- 
tation of  the  Devil  in  the  Wilderness,  or  the  Little  Man 
of  Ton.  —  Autumn  Joys.  —  New  Labyrinth. 

HE  public  could  not  fall  into  a  greater  error, 
than  in  expecting  to  meet  our  hero  on  Mon- 
day in  a  mourning-coach,  with  mourning- 
cloak,  and  ruffles,  and  black  buckles,  weeping 
over  the  apparent  corpse  of  his  good  fortune  and  his  cap- 
ital. Good  heavens  !  how  can  the  world  blunder  so  egre- 
giously !  The  Advocate  was  not  even  in  quarter,  not  to 
speak  of  half  mourning,  but  as  merry  as  if  this  third 
chapter  lay  spread  open  before  him,  and  he  were  about 
to  begin  it,  as  I  am. 

The  reason  was,  he  had  drawn  up  an  impeachment 
against  his  guardian  Blaise,  adorned  it  with  sundry  sa- 
tirical touches,  which  nobody  but  himself  understood,  and 
presented  it  to  the  Inheritance-office. 

It  is  some  gain,  at  least,  if  we  are  only  able  to  act  at 
all  in  the  hour  of  need.  Let  Fortune  send  us  ever  so 
unfriendly  and  frosty  an  autumn-wind,  so  long  as  it  does 
not  break  our  uppermost  wing-joint,  like  the  swan's,  the 
very  fluttering  we  make,  though  it  may  not  bear  us  into 
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a  milder  climate,  will  at  least  help  to  warm  us  a  little. 
From  affectionate  consideration,  Firmian  concealed  from 
his  wife  the  delay  in  receiving  his  inheritance,  as  well  as 
the  ancient  bartering  of  names;  he  took  it  for  granted, 
that  the  obscure  wife  of  an  advocate  would  never  have  to 
look  into  the  genealogical  tree  of  a  patrician. 

What,  indeed,  could  a  man  require,  who,  out  of  the 
still  moon  of  singleness,  had  all  at  once  passed  into  the 
honeymoon  of  double  blessedness  ?  Now,  for  the  first 
time,  he  embraced  his  Lenette  comfortably  with  both 
arms,  —  for  he  had  previously  held  his  friend,  ever  flutter- 
ing to  and  fro,  firmly  in  his  left ;  and  Lenette  had  now 
room  to  stretch  herself  out  more  at  ease  in  the  chambers 
of  his  heart.  The  bashful  wife  availed  herself  of  it,  as 
much  as  she  dared ;  she  confessed  to  him,  timidly,  that 
she  was  almost  glad  there  was  no  longer  the  unmanage- 
able Saufinder  to  peep  out  so  terribly  from  underneath 
the  table ;  whether  or  not  her  feelings  for  his  wild  master 
were  the  same,  the  submissive  wife  would  never  confess. 
She  appeared  to  the  Advocate  like  a  daughter ;  and  could 
never  exhibit  too  many  little  peculiarities  to  the  full- 
grown  father.  It  was  nothing  that  she  gazed  after  him, 
when  he  went  out,  the  whole  length  of  the  street ;  nothing 
at  all  to  her  running  after  him  out  of  the  house-door, 
when,  from  the  window  above,  she  spied  so  much  street- 
pavement  sticking  to  him,  that  she  was  positively  obliged 
to  pull  him  back  into  the  house,  and  brush  the  skirts  of 
his  coat  as  clean  as  if,  in  Kuhschnappel,  the  paving-tax 
Were  really  paid  for  a  pavement.  He  would  then  take 
hold  of  the  brush,  and  say,  with  a  kiss,  "  Inside  there  is 
still  much  of  all  sorts,  but  no  one  sees  it ;  and  when  I 
come  back,  we  will  scratch  and  scrape  it  out  up-stairs  in 
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our  room  together."  Lenette  not  only  listened  to  his 
every  wish  like  a  maiden,  but  obeyed  and  served  him 
like  a  daughter.  Though  not  too  much  for  the  love  it 
awakened  in  return,  this  was  far  more  than  he  either  ex- 
pected or  exacted.  "  Senate-clerk's  daughter,"  said  he, 
"  be  not  too  obedient  to  me ;  I  am  not  thy  father,  clerk 
of  the  senate,  but  only  an  advocate  of  the  poor ;  and  I 
have  married  thee,  and  sign  myself  simply  Siebenkäs,  as 
far  as  I  know." 

"  My  late  father,"  answered  she,  "  also  composed  and 
wrote  in  private  many  a  thing  with  his  own  hand,  which 
he  afterwards  spoke  well  and  fluently." 

Such  singularly-crooked  answers  were,  nevertheless, 
far  from  unpleasing  to  the  Advocate :  and  even  though, 
from  the  great  veneration  in  which  she  held  him,  she 
could  never  understand  a  single  jest  that  he  made  upon 
himself;  whether  it  was  that  her  heart  contradicted  his 
ironical  self-abasement,  or  that  she  entirely  agreed  in  his 
ironical  self-exaltation,  whatever  it  might  be,  it  is  certain 
that  these  mental  provincialisms  of  his  wife  were  not  at 
all  disagreeable  to  him.  She  was  in  the  habit  of  using 
many  old-fashioned  words,  religious  antiquities  out  of 
Luther's  Bible  ;  and  all  this  added  to  the  original  and 
peculiar  charm  of  her  sentiments  and  of  his  honeymoon. 
Once,  when  he  put  on  her  own  little  head  a  very  pretty 
cap  —  which,  in  her  joy,  she  had  successively  tried  on  the 
three  cap-blocks,  that  she  sometimes  even  gently  kissed 
—  and  drew  her  to  the  mirror,  saying,  "  Put  it  on  and 
look  at  yourself ;  your  own  head  may,  perhaps,  be  as 
good  as  one  of  wood  " ;  she  looked  exceedingly  pleased, 
and  said,  smiling,  "  Ah  !  you  are  always  trying  to  flatter 
one."  Believe  me,  this  naive  misunderstanding  so  touched 
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him,  that  he  swore  he  would  never  again  be  guilty  of  such 
jokes,  but  keep  them  to  himself  and  for  himself. 

This,  however,  was  nothing  to  another  honeymoon  de 
light ;  namely,  that  on  the  next  fast  and  penance  day  his 
Lenette  —  looking  ten  times  prettier  in  her  head-gear  of 
black  lace,  her  face,  a  white  and  red  blossom  of  youth, 
peeping  out  of  the  dark  foliage  of  her  dress  —  positively 
would  not  allow  him  to  kiss  her.  "  Such  worldly  thoughts," 
she  said,  "  were  not  at  all  proper  before  church,  when 
people  were  already  dressed  in  their  fast-day  attire :  one 
could  very  well  wait." 

"  So  I  will,"  said  he  to  himself;  "  but,  like  the  North 
American  squaw,*  I  will  stick  a  spoon  five  inches  long 
and  three  inches  broad  through  my  under-lip,  and  carry 
it  about  with  me,  if  ever  again  I  think  of  courting  and 
kissing  such  a  pious  soul  when  she  is  dressed  in  black 
and  the  bells  are  ringing."  And  though  he  was  no  espe- 
cial church-goer,  he  kept  his  word  to  her  and  to  himself. 
So  it  is  with  us  men  in  marriage,  ye  brides  ! 

The  reader  may  also  easily  imagine  how  very  happy 
the  Advocate  was  in  his  honeymoon,  now  that  Lenette  so 
beautifully  performed  what  he  had  hitherto  always  done 
himself  miserably  enough  and  against  the  grain ;  that  is 
to  say,  when,  by  her  untiring  labor  in  sweeping  and  brush- 
ing, she  made  his  dithyrambic  chartreuse  as  clean,  straight, 
and  smooth  as  a  billiard-table.  She  planted  whole  honey- 
trees,  full  of  buns,  in  his  honeymoon,  when  she  thus 

*  On  the  northwest  coast  of  America,  between  the  50th  and  60th 
degrees  north  latitude,  the  women  carry,  in  their  bored  ixnder-lip,  a 
wooden  soup-spoon,  which  increases  in  length  according  to  their  rank. 
One  woman  wore  a  spoon  five  inches  long  and  three  broad.-  —  Langs- 
dorfs Remarks  on  a  Voyage  round  the  World. 
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buzzed  about  him  in  the  morning  like  a  busy  bee,  carry- 
ing in  wax,  building  and  cleaning  out  cells,  casting  out 
foreign  bodies,  and  stopping  up  chinks,  while  he  was 
quietly  involved  in  acts,  and  building  up  his  juridical 
wasp's  nest ;  and  when  he  chanced  to  look  out  of  his 
wasp's  nest,  and  cast  a  glance  upon  her  neat  little  figure 
in  the  tidiest  of  household  dresses,  how  often  did  he  not 
put  his  pen  into  his  mouth,  and,  holding  out  his  opened 
hand  to  her  over  the  inkstand,  say,  from  behind  his  pen, 
"  For  heaven's  sake,  only  have  patience  until  the  after- 
noon, when  you  sit  and  sew,  and  then  I  will  reward  and 
kiss  you  enough,  while  I  am  walking  up  and  down  the 
room." 

But  to  relieve  any  female  reader,  who  may  suffer 
anxiety  lest  such  a  honeymoon  should  have  been  soured 
by  the  disinheriting  rogue  Blaise,  I  must  ask  but  this  one 
question  :  Was  not  the  Advocate  in  possession  of  a  silver 
mine,  full  of  pure  veins  of  silver,  and  a  stamping-mill,  in 
seven  lawsuits  that  were  in  progress  ?  and  had  not  his 
good  friend  Leibgeber  sent  after  him  a  military  treasure- 
chest  upon  the  four  wheels  of  Fortune,  on  which  were 
loaded  —  two  spectacle-dollars  of  Julius,  Duke  of  Bruns- 
wick, one  Waiwode  trinity-dollar  of  1G79,  one  tail  or 
queue-ducat,  one  gnat  or  wasp-dollar,  five  vicariat-ducats, 
and  a  number  of  Ephraimites  ?  This  cabinet  of  coins  he 
calcined  and  evaporated  without  hesitation,  for  his  friend 
had  put  it  into  his  pocket  merely  as  a  quiz  upon  those 
who  purchase  one  dollar  with  a  hundred.  Indeed,  they 
both  lived  in  a  community  of  possessions,  material  and 
immaterial,  such  as  few  understand ;  their  sentiments 
were  already  so  elevated,  that  they  felt  no  difference  be- 
tween the  giver  and  receiver  of  a  benefit ;  and  they 
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stepped,  united,  over  the  clefts  of  life,  like  the  crystal- 
seekers  of  the  Alps,  who,  by  binding  themselves  to- 
gether, insure  themselves  against  falling  into  the  chasms 
of  ice. 

But,  besides  this,  on  the  evening  of  St.  Mary's  day  he 
stumbled  on  a  thought,  which  cannot  fail  to  relieve  the 
anxiety  of  every  lady  who  may  read  his  history,  and 
which  made  him  happier  than  the  largest  bread-basket, 
fruit-baskets,  or  a  basket  of  wine  could  have  done.  In- 
deed, he  had  a  presentiment  that  he  would  have  such  a 
thought ;  for  whenever  he  was  in  distress  he  used  to  say : 
"I  wonder  what  sort  of  a  remedy  I  shall  spin  again 
now  ;  for  that  I  shall  hit  upon  one  is  as  sure  as  that  I 
have  four  chambers  in  my  brain."  The  happy-making 
thought  in  question  was  to  do  what  I  am  now  doing, 
viz.  to  write  a  book,  —  only  it  was  to  be  a  satirical  one.* 
Hereupon  a  powerful  stream  gushed  from  the  opened 
sluices  of  his  heart  upon  the  wheel  and  mill -work  of  his 
ideas,  and  the  whole  spiritual  machine  rattled  and  clat- 
tered, and  made  such  a  dust  and  ringing,  that  in  a  moment 
several  pecks  were  ready  ground  for  his  work. 

I  know  of  no  greater  mental  excitement,  and  scarcely 
of  a  sweeter  one,  than  when  a  young  man  strides  up  and 
down  his  room,  and  boldly  resolves  to  take  a  quire  of 
writing-paper  and  turn  it  into  a  manuscript.  It  is  to  be 
doubted  whether  the  Conrector  Winckelmann  himself,  or 
General  Hannibal,  paced  up  and  down  the  room  more 
hastily,  when,  with  a  like  boldness  of  conception,  they 
both  made  up  their  minds  to  go  to  Rome. 

*  The  book  was  published  by  Beckman  in  Gera,  in  1789,  under  the 
title  of  "  Selections  from  the  Devil's  Papers."  I  shall  hereafter  ven- 
ture to  express  my  opinion  of  these  satirical  vrritings.  [It  was  one  of 
the  earliest  works  of  the  author.  —  Tr.] 
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As  soon  as  he  had  decided  on  writing  a  "  Selection 
from  the  Devil's  Papers,"  Siebenkäs  was  obliged  to  run 
out  of  the  house,  and  three  times  round  the  market- 
place, before  he  could  shake  his  rolling  movable  ideas 
back  into  their  right  joints,  and  fix  them  there  by  tired 
legs.  He  returned,  fatigued  with  his  inward  fire,  looked 
to  see  if  there  was  sufficient  white  paper  for  his  MSS., 
and  then  ran  up  to  his  tranquil  cap-maker,  and  kissed  her 
so  suddenly,  that  she  had  scarcely  time  to  take  the  pin 
out  of  her  mouth  (the  last  thorn  on  this  rose). 

"While  he  was  kissing  her,  she  looked  down  askant,  and 
with  her  needle  quietly  fastened  a  ribbon  upon  the  wing 
of  a  cap. 

"  Rejoice,"  said  he,  "  dance  about  with  me  ;  to-morrow 
I  am  going  to  write  an  opus,  a  book !  Roast  the  calf's- 
head  this  evening,  though  it  is  against  our  twelve  eating- 
rules  ! "  viz.  on  the  first  Wednesday,  he  and  she  had  sat 
on  a  committee  of  provision-laws  ;  and  among  the  thirty- 
nine  articles  of  an  economical  table-government,  it  had 
been  carried  and  decreed,  that,  like  the  Brahmins,  they 
would  manage  without  meat  in  the  evening,  badly  enough, 
and  only  with  the  equivalent  of  meat. 

But  it  cost  him  the  greatest  trouble  to  make  Iiis 
Lenette  understand,  that,  with  one  sheet  of  his  "  Selection 
from  the  Devil's  Papers,"  he  might  reasonably  hope  to 
recover  his  calfs-head,  and  therefore  that  it  was  not 
without  good  grounds  that  he  granted  himself  a  dispensa- 
tion from  fasting.  Lenette,  like  the  common  man,  or 
pirate  printer,  thought  that  a  written  book  was  paid  like 
a  printed  one,  and  even  that  the  compositor  got  more 
than  the  author.  Never  in  her  life  had  she  heard  of  the 
enormous  salaries  which  German  authors  obtain  at  the 


CHAPTER  III. 


133 


present  day.  She  was  like  Racine's  wife,  who  did  not 
know  what  a  verse  or  a  drama  meant,  but  nevertheless 
kept  house  upon  them.  For  my  part,  I  would  not  lead  a 
woman  to  the  altar  and  into  my  home,  who  could  not,  at 
the  very  least,  under  my  firm,  complete  a  period  in  my 
work,  which  death,  with  his  hour-glass,  might  have 
caused  me  to  stumble  over  ;  or  whom  it  would  not  inex- 
pressibly delight  to  hear  me  read  the  learned  reviews  of 
Göttingen,  or  the  Universal  German  Library,  when  they 
sounded  my  praise,  though  it  might  be,  in  some  degree, 
exaggerated. 

The  pleasure  of  writing  had  this  evening  set  all  our 
hero's  little  globules  of  blood  into  such  a  commotion, 
and  made  such  a  whirlwind  of  all  his  ideas,  that  in  his 
vivacity,  which  often  bore  the  appearance  of  temper,  he 
would  have  gone  off,  like  detonating  powder,  against 
every  slow-going  thing  that  came  in  his  way,  —  such,  for 
instance,  as  the  dawdling  step  of  the  errand-girl,  or  her 
manner  of  drumming  out  her  words,  —  had  he  not  imme- 
diately taken  a  cooling  draught  to  temper  his  exuberant 
excitability. 

It  is  easier  to  give  a  fall,  and  a  quicker  current,  to  the 
slow,  creeping  motion  of  a  sluggish,  thick  blood,  than  to 
break  the  waves  of  a  tempestuous  flood  of  joy.  But 
Siebenkäs,  even  in  his  greatest  joy,  knew  how  to  allay 
excitement,  by  thinking  of  the  inexhaustible  Hand  which 
gave  it,  and  by  that  gentle  emotion  beneath  which  the 
eye  is  cast  down  before  the  unseen  eternal  Benefactor  of 
all  hearts.  The  heart  that  is  at  once  softened  by  grati- 
tude and  the  tear  of  joy  will  show  its  thankfulness  in  this 
at  least,  that  it  will  be  milder  towards  others.  This  feel- 
ing of  gratitude  it  is  which  best  tames  that  wild  delight 
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punished  by  Nemesis  ;  and  if  those  who  have  died  of  joy 
had  but  been  softened  by  thankfully  gazing  aloft,  they 
would  either  not  have  died  at  all,  or  at  least  would  have 
died  of  a  sweeter  rapture. 

The  first*and  best  thanks  he  offered  up  for  the  new 
straight  and  beautiful  banks  between  which  the  current 
of  his  life  was  now  made  to  flow,  was  the  devoting  all  his 
energies  in  endeavoring  to  save  from  torture  a  woman 
accused  of  infanticide,  whose  defence  he  had  undertaken. 
The  physician  of  the  town  had  condemned  her  by  auscul- 
tation, by  which  women  are  brought  to  the  scaffold  with 
about  as  much  justice  as  by  the  water-ordeal. 

Calm  solitary  days  of  the  spring-time  of  marriage 
spread  a  carpet  of  flowers  over  the  path  of  these  two 
beings.  Nothing  particular  occurred,  save  that  a  gentle- 
man, dressed  in  flesh-colored  silk,  appeared  once  or  twice 
beneath  the  window  in  the  morning,  while  Lenette 
stretched  herself  and  her  white  arm  out  to  fasten  back 
the  window-shutters. 

"  I  am  quite  ashamed,"  said  she,  "  of  leaning  out  of  the 
window ;  a  fine  gentleman  is  always  standing  below,  who 
takes  off  his  hat,  and  marks  me  down,  as  if  he  were  the 
meat-appraiser." 

On  the  Saturday's  vacation,  the  Schulrath  Stiefel  ful- 
filled the  promise  he  had  solemnly  made  on  the  wedding- 
day,  to  come  very  often,  and  at  any  rate  not  to  remain 
absent  in  the  weekly  holidays.  I  shall  henceforth  call 
him  Pelzstiefel,  to  refresh  the  ear  by  variety,  and  be- 
cause he  is  already  so  nicknamed  by  the  whole  place, 
from  the  gray  minever  hair-skin  covering  which  he  car- 
ries about  on  his  legs,  as  a  portable  wood-economizing 
stove. 
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On  first  entering  the  room,  Pelzstiefel  made  up  a 
nosegay  of  joy-flowers,  which  he  stuck  into  the  Advo- 
cate's button-hole.  He  elected  him  on  the  spot  a  fellow- 
laborer  in  the  "  Kuhschnappel  Advertiser,  Messenger  of 
the  Gods,  and  Review  of  all  German  Programmes,"  a 
work  which  he  desired  should  become  better  known,  that 
the  school-books  it  recommended  might  become  so  like- 
wise. This  writing-agreement  is  very  satisfactory  to  me, 
because  it  will  bring  my  hero  now  and  then  a  review- 
penny  for  his  evening  soup. 

The  Schulrath,  who  was  editor  of  the  "Advertiser," 
did  not  heedlessly  nominate  to  the  judicial  bench  of  critic  ; 
but  Siebenkäs  was  raised  in  his  estimation  to  the  only 
being  who  overtops  even  a  reviewer,  viz.  an  author ;  — 
for  he  had  learnt  from  Lenette,  on  the  way  to  church, 
that  her  husband  was  about  to  publish  a  thick  book. 
The  Schulrath  looked  upon  the  "  Salzburg  Literary 
Gazette "  of  that  period  as  the  apocryphal,  and  that  of 
Jena  as  the  canonical  scriptures.  The  solitary  voice  of 
a  single  reviewer  was  always  multiplied  in  his  ears  into 
a  thousand  voices,  by  the  echo  in  a  learned  court  of 
justice ;  and  out  of  one  reviewing-head  he  conjured  up 
several  Lernean  heads,  just  as  the  Devil  was  formerly 
believed  to  invest  the  head  of  a  poor  sinner  with  many 
false  ones,  that  the  executioner  might  strike  awry.  The 
anonymous  character  of  a  reviewer  gives  to  the  judgment 
of  an  individual  the  weight  of  a  college  ;  but  if  the  name 
of  a  candidate,  X  Y  Z,  were  written  at  the  close  of  it, 
in-trad  of  "New  Universal  German  Library,"  the  learned 
observations  of  the  candidate  would  be  considerably 
weakened.  The  Schulrath  enlisted  my  hero  into  the 
service  on  account  of  his  satirical  talent ;  for  he  him- 
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self,  a  lamb  in  every-day  life,  was  suddenly  transformed 
into  a  wolf  on  the  reviewing-sheet :  a  common  case  with 
mild  men  who  write,  especially  when  they  write  about 
the  humaniora,  and  so  forth  ;  like  the  mild  Gessnerian 
pastoral  tribes,  who,  according  to  Gibbon,  love  to  make 
war,  and  wage  it  well ;  and  even  like  the  idyl-painter 
Gessner  himself,  who  was  at  the  same  time  a  cutting  cari- 
caturist. 

Our  hero,  and  newly-enlisted  critic,  in  his  turn  also 
gave  pleasure  to  Stiefel  this  evening,  and  opened  to  him 
the  prospect  of  more,  by  giving  him,  out  of  the  cabinet 
of  coins  bequeathed  by  Leibgeber,  a  gnat  or  wasp-dol- 
lar ;  not  as  a  douceur  in  acknowledgment  of  his  ap- 
pointment to  the  critical  wasp's  nest,  but  that  he  might 
change  it  for  him  into  small  coin.  The  Schulrath,  who 
was  a  diligent  servant  of  his  own  cabinet  of  coins,  and 
would  have  been  glad  if  money  only  existed  for  cabinets 
(he  meant  numismatic,  not  political,  cabinets),  bright- 
ened up,  and  reddened  with  delight,  at  sight  of  the 
dollar,  assuring  the  Advocate,  who  only  required  its 
natural,  not  its  artistical  value,  that  he  considered  it  a 
real  token  of  friendship. 

"  No,"  said  Siebenkäs  ;  "  it  was  I  who  received  the 
favor  from  Leibgeber,  when  he  presented  me  with  the 
dollar." 

"  But  if  you  would  only  demand  it,  I  should  willingly 
give  three  times  the  value  to  possess  it,"  said  Stiefel. 

"  But,"  interrupted  Lenette,  delighted  at  Stiefel's 
friendly  manner  and  his  pleasure,  and  nudging  her  hus- 
band secretly  to  remain  firm,  "  but  my  husband,"  said 
she,  with  wonderful  assurance,  "  will  not  have  it  other- 
wise ;  and  a  dollar  is  a  dollar." 
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"But,"  said  Siebenkäs,  "I  ought  rather  to  require 
from  you  in  future  three  times  less,  if  I  sell  you  my  little 
cabinet  piece  by  piece." 

Ye  dear  souls !  would  that  all  human  "  yes's  "  were 
such  "  buts  "  as  yours  ! 

On  such  an  agreeable  evening  the  bachelor  Stiefel 
did  not  neglect  to  show  due  politeness  to  the  female 
sex,  especially  towards  a  woman  to  whom  he  had  al- 
ready become  attached  when  he  drove  her  as  bride  in 
his  carriage,  and  who  had  since  become  doubly  dear  to 
him  as  the  wife  of  such  a  friend,  —  not  to  speak  of  her 
own  kindly  manner  towards  himself.  With  tolerable 
address,  therefore,  he  engaged  her  in  the  conversation, 
which  had  hitherto  been  too  learned  for  her,  using  her 
three  cap-blocks  as  stepping-stones  in  making  a  transition 
to  the  "  Journal  des  Modes " ;  but,  unluckily,  he  too 
quickly  slipped  back  upon  an  older  "  Journal  des  Modes," 
viz.  upon  that  of  Rubenius,  concerning  the  dress  of  the 
ancient  Greeks  and  Romans. 

He  also  offered  to  lend  her  his  sermons  every  Sun- 
day; and  this  the  more  readily,  since  advocates,  like 
bad  Christians,  possess  no  theological  works :  yes,  he  even 
went  so  far  as  to  hold  down  the  candle  for  her  while  she 
was  seeking  the  fallen  snuffers  at  his  feet. 

For  the  whole  house,  or  rather  apartment,  of  Siebenkäs, 
important  was  the  Sunday  on  which  a  grander  gentleman 
than  any  hitherto  introduced  made  his  appearance.  This 
gentleman  was  the  Venner,*  Monsieur  Everard  Rosa 
von  Meyern,  a  young  patrician,  who  was  in  the  habit 
of  going  daily  in  and  out  of  the  house  of  the  Heim- 
licher von  Blaise,  in  order  to  accustom  himself  to  official 

*  Councillor  of  Finance.  —  Te. 
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routine.  He  was  also  the  bridegroom  elect  of  a  poor 
niece  of  the  Heimlicher,  who  was  educated  for  his  heart 
in  a  distant  country. 

The  Venner  was  therefore  an  important  character, 
both  in  the  town  and  in  our  thorn-piece ;  and  indeed,  in 
a  political  point  of  view,  in  every  respect,  for  physically 
he  was  of  much  less  consequence.  His  body  was  stuck 
through  his  flowery  dress,  much  like  a  stick  through  a 
village-nosegay.  Beneath  the  glittering  wing-shell  of  a 
waistcoat,  embroidered  all  over  with  animals,*  throbbed 
a  straight,  if  not  concave  belly,  and  his  legs  were  endowed 
with  the  quantity  of  calf  usually  allotted  to  the  wooden 
stockings  set  up  by  weavers  in  their  windows,  as  an  ad- 
vertisement of  their  trade. 

The  Venner  informed  the  Advocate,  in  a  cold  and 
rudely-polite  manner,  that  he  had  only  come  to  relieve 
him  of  the  burden  of  conducting  the  defence  of  the 
woman  accused  of  infanticide,  knowing  that  he  had  so 
much  other  business  on  his  hands.  But  Siebenkäs  easily 
saw  through  this  pretence.  It  was  well  known  that  the 
commercial  traveller,  whom  the  accused  had  adopted  as 
the  father  of  the  child  which  had  flown  so  speedily  be- 
yond the  earth,  was  one  whose  name  neither  she  nor  the 
deeds  could  discover ;  but  it  was  equally  well  known  that 
the  other  father  of  the  child,  who  from  modesty  —  like 
a  young  author  —  did  not  wish  to  attach  his  name  to 
his  piece  fugitive  and  introductory  essay,  was  no  other 
than  the  meagre  Venner,  Everard  Rosa  von  Meyern 
himself. 

There  are  facts  of  which  a  whole  town  will  sometimes 

*  It  was  then  the  fashion  to  wear  waistcoats  covered  with  represen- 
tations of  flowers  and  animals. 
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pretend  to  be  ignorant,  and  among  such  was  that  of 
Rosa's  authorship.  The  Heimlicher  von  Blaise,  aware, 
therefore,  that  Firmian,  who  was  her  counsel,  was  also 
acquainted  with  this  fact,  feared  lest  he  should  revenge 
himself  on  his  relative,  for  the  robbery  of  his  inheritance, 
by  purposely  conducting  the  poor  criminal's  defence  ill, 
in  order  that  Meyern  might  have  to  endure  the  obloquy 
of  her  execution.  Horrible,  mean  suspicion  !  And  yet 
the  purest  soul  is  sometimes  obliged  to  entertain  such  a 
suspicion. 

Siebenkäs  had  fortunately  completed  the  forging  and 
erecting  of  the  poor  mother's  lightning-conductor ;  and 
when  he  showed  it  to  the  bridegroom  apparent  of  the 
child-murderess  apparent,  the  Venner  was  Forced  to  con- 
fess that  the  lovely  Magdalen  could  not  have  found, 
among  all  the  advocates  in  the  town,  a  more  able  pro- 
tecting saint :  at  any  rate,  not  a  more  pious  one,  adds 
the  writer,  and  his  readers,  who  know  that  by  this  de- 
fence of  innocence  Firmian  wished  to  express  his  grati- 
tude to  Heaven  for  his  first  conception  of  the  "Devil's 
Papers." 

The  Advocate's  wife  now  suddenly  returned  from  a 
hasty  visit  she  had  been  paying  in  the  neighboring  apart- 
ment of  the  book-binder.  The  Venner  sprang  to  the 
door  with  a  politeness  which,  for  the  moment,  he  could 
not  carry  further ;  since,  of  necessity,  she  must  open  the 
door  before  he  could  approach  to  meet  her. 

He  took  the  hand  which,  with  deferential  timidity,  she 
had  half  offered,  bowed  low,  and,  kissing  it,  said,  with  up- 
turned eyes,  "  Med-dem,  for  several  days  I  have  had  this 
lovely  hand  in  mine  "  ;  thus  betraying  that  he  was  the 
fle^h-colored  gentleman  who,  with  his  pencil,  had  stolen 
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her  hand  from  below,  as  she  stretched  it  out  of  the  win- 
dow ;  because  he  was  distressed,  he  said,  for  a  lovely 
Dolce's  hand  to  grace  the  portrait  of  his  absent  bride, 
whose  head  only  he  had  undertaken  to  draw  from  memory. 
He  now  pulled  off  his  gloves,  in  which  alone  he  had  ven- 
tured to  touch  her,  —  from  the  same  feeling  of  reverence 
which  caused  many  of  the  early  Christians  thus  to  re- 
ceive the  sacrament  of  the  Lord's  Supper,  —  but  now  he 
pulled  them  off  his  ring-covered  fingers  and  white  skin ; 
for  in  order  to  preserve  the  latter  from  the  sun  he  seldom 
took  off  his  gloves,  unless  it  might  be  in  winter,  when  the 
sun  tans  but  little. 

The  patricians  of  Kuhschnappel,  at  least  the  young, 
willingly  keep  the  commandment  given  by  Christ  to  his 
disciples,  to  greet  no  one  on  the  way.  The  Venner  too 
observed  the  proper  degree  of  incivility  towards  the  men ; 
but  to  a  woman  his  condescension  was  unlimited.  The 
satirical  disposition  of  Siebenkäs  inclined  him  to  be  too 
polite  and  familiar  with  the  common  people,  and  too  for- 
ward towards  those  of  higher  rank.  From  want  of  polish, 
he  did  not  know  how  to  describe  with  his  back  the  exact 
curve  towards  the  classics  of  the  city ;  and  therefore,  in 
opposition  to  the  voice  of  his  friendly  heart,  he  stood  bolt 
upright. 

Another  cause,  besides  his  want  of  polish,  was  his  pro- 
fession of  advocate.  The  warlike  nature  of  this  profes- 
sion inspires  a  certain  degree  of  boldness.  An  advocate, 
moreover,  has  always  this  particular  advantage,  that  he 
never  requires  one  himself,  and  can  therefore  stand  en 
high  ground  with  the  most  influential  personages,  if  they 
be  not  his  patrimonial  judges  or  clients,  both  of  whom  he 
has  to  serve  with  his  humble  gifts.    In  Siebenkäs,  how- 
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ever,  benevolence  in  secret  generally  pushed  the  movable 
bridge  so  far  down  beneath  his  tightly  stretched  strings, 
that,  in  the  end,  they  only  gave  out  soft  low  tones.  But 
at  this  moment  it  was  much  more  difficult  to  be  polite 
than  rude  towards  the  Venner,  to  whose  designs  upon 
Lenette  he  could  not  be  blind. 

Besides,  he  had  an  innate  disgust  to  dandies,  (though 
quite  a  contrary  feeling  towards  finely-dressed  women,) 
so  that  he  often  looked  at  the  flugelman  of  dress  in  the 
"  Journal  des  Modes  "  with  the  sole  view  of  rousing  his 
bile' against  them;  and  he  assured  the  Kuhschnapplers 
that  there  was  nobody  in  the  world  he  should  so  much 
like  to  play  a  trick  upon,  insult,  or  injure,  even  to  thrash- 
ing, as  such  a  little  man.  It  had  always  pleased  him  in 
Socrates  and  Plato,  that  they  had  gone  to  the  market 
barefoot,  compared  with  which  to  walk  bareheaded  (cha- 
teau has)  was  as  nothing  to  him. 

Before  he  could  express  himself  in  any  other  way  than 
by  his  physiognomy,  the  Venner,  stroking  his  half-grown 
beard,  offered  his  services  as  Cardinal-Protector,  or 
mediator  in  the  inheritance-quarrel  with  Blaise ;  partly 
to  deceive  the  Advocate,  partly  to  humiliate  him.  But 
the  latter,  disgusted  at  the  idea  of  such  a  gnome  acting 
the  part  of  his  house-spirit  and  Paraclete,  answered  has- 
tily, but  in  Latin,  "  In  the  first  place,  I  insist  upon  it  that 
my  wife  shall  not  hear  a  word  about  this  insignificant 
potato-war ;  and,  secondly,  in  an  affair  of  justice,  I  scorn 
to  employ  any  other  than  a  legal  friend,  which  latter  I 
represent  in  my  own  person.  I  fill  my  station  in  Kuh- 
schnappel,  though  certainly  the  station  does  not  fill  me." 
This  last  play  upon  words  he  expressed  with  such  facility 
of  language,  by  its  counterpart  in  Latin,  that  I  am  almost 


142    FLOWER,  FRUIT,   AND  THORN  PIECES. 

tempted  to  insert  it ;  but  the  Venner,  who  could  neither 
translate  to  himself  the  play  upon  words,  nor  even  the 
rest  so  clearly  as  we  have  here  read  it,  immediately 
replied  in  the  same  language,  in  order  to'get  off  without 
exposing  his  ignorance,  "  Imo,  immo,"  by  which  he  meant 
to  say  "  Yes." 

Firmian  continued,  in  German,  "  It  is  true  that  guar- 
dian and  ward,  cousin  and  cousin,  are  nearly  related  to 
one  another  in  every  sense ;  but  have  not  people  come  to 
blows  even  in  the  best  councils,  in  that  of  Ephesus,  for 
instance,  in  the  fifth  century?  Yes,  the  Abbot  Barsumus, 
and  Dioscurus,  Bishop  of  Alexandria,  both  men  of  rank, 
beat  the  good  Flavian,  as  is  well  known,  until  he  was  half 
dead,*  and  the  affair,  moreover,  occurred  on  a  Sunday ; 
but  the  religious  truce  which  in  those  old  foolish  days 
was  preserved  on  Sundays  and  feast-days,  when  people 
abandoned  their  feuds,  is  now  on  the  contrary  broken, 
and  in  the  public-houses  (bells  and  mugs  ringing  it  out) 
people  fight  and  quarrel,  that  courts  of  justice  may  inter- 
fere and  punish.  Indeed,  in  the  olden  time  the  number 
of  feast-days  was  increased  in  order  to  decrease  the  num- 
ber of  feuds ;  in  the  present  day,  people  who,  like  you 
and  me,  Monsieur  von  Meyern,  belong  to  the  courts,  and 
must  live  upon  something,  should  rather  petition  for  the 
abolition  of  a  few  peaceful  work-days,  and  for  the  sub- 
stitution of  new  Apostles'  and  St.  Mary's  days,  in  order 
that,  with  the  increase  of  quarrelling,  fines  and  fees  might 
multiply  in  the  same  ratio.  But  who  thinks  of  such 
things  now-a-days,  most  excellent  Venner  ?  " 

All  this  he  was  able  to  say  before  Lenette,  who  had 
long  ago  become  accustomed  to  understand  only  the  halfj 

*  Mosheim's  Eccles.  Hist. 
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the  quarter,  the  eighth  part,  of  what  he  said  ;  and  as  to 
the  whole  Vernier,  she  did  not  trouble  herself  about  him 
at  all. 

When  Meyern,  with  cold  condescension,  had  taken 
his  leave,  Siebenkäs  endeavored  to  prepossess  his  wife, 
whose  hand  the  Venner  had  kissed,  still  more  in  his  favor, 
by  acquainting  her  with  his  undivided  love  to  the  whole 
female  sex,  notwithstanding  his  being  a  betrothed  bride- 
groom, and  by  lauding  to  the  best  of  his  ability  his  pre- 
vious love  to  his  now  imprisoned  and  capitally  accused 
mistress.  But  instead  of  prepossessing  her  in  favor  of 
the  Venner,  he  prejudiced  her  against  him.  "  Be  ever 
thus  faithful  to  thyself  and  to  me,  thou  good  creature," 
said  he,  pressing  her  to  his  heart;  but  she,  who  was 
quite  unconscious  of  having  remained  faithful,  asked,  "  To 
whom,  then,  should  I  be  unfaithful  ?  " 

From  this  day  forth  until  St.  Michael's  day,  on  which 
fell  the  church-dedication  feast,  or  town-wake,  Fortune 
seems  to  have  spread  our  way,  i.  e.  mine  and  the  reader's, 
with  no  particular  flower-beds,  but  simply  with  a  smooth 
green  lawn.  It  would  almost  appear  as  if  she  purposed 
to  make  St.  Michael's  day  itself  stand  in  fuller  relief 
before  us,  like  a  bright-colored  glittering  town  rising 
out  of  a  valley.  Little  indeed  happened ;  at  least,  my 
pen,  which  only  employs  itself  on  important  events,  does 
not  willingly  record  such  trifles  as  that  the  Venner 
Meyern  called  several  times  on  the  bookbinder  who 
dwelt  under  the  same  roof-latitude  with  Siebenkäs.  He 
only  called  to  inquire  whether  the  "  Liaisons  Dange- 
reuses  "  were  bound. 

But  St.  Michael's  day !  Verily  the  world  shall  re- 
member it :  and  is  not  even  the  day  of  preparation  suf- 
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ficiently  select,  and  rich  enough  to  bear  description 
without  fear  ? 

Let  the  public  read  the  description  of  this  day  of 
preparation,  and  then  give  its  vote. 

On  this  day,  or  sabbath-eve  of  the  wake,  all  Kuh- 
schnappel,  like  every  other  place,  was  a  workhouse  ai.d 
house  of  correction  for  women.  A  sitting,  peaceful, 
or  cleanly-dressed  woman  was  not  to  be  found  in  the 
whole  place.  The  most  studious  opened  no  papers  except 
thread-papers  to  take  silk  out  of  them ;  and  the  only 
leaves  they  turned  over  were  leaves  of  paste  for  pie- 
crust. No  one  dined,  —  the  wake  tarts  and  cakes  were 
the  real  wheel-work  of  the  female  machines  and  of  their 
future  enjoyment. 

At  a  wake,  women  must  have  their  exhibition,  and 
cakes  are  their  altar-pieces.  Every  one  nibbles  at  and 
examines  these  baked  silhouette  boards,  and  escutcheons 
of  another's  nobility.  A  pie  hangs  upon  every  one  like 
a  medal,  or  like  the  pieces  of  lead  tacked  upon  cloth  as 
marks  of  its  value.  They  eat  and  drink  next  to  nothing ; 
but  thick  coffee  is  their  consecrated  communion-wine, 
and  transparent  thin  pie-crust  their  holy  wafer.  But  in 
the  house  of  their  friend  and  hostess,  the  latter  is  most 
palatable  to  them  when  it  is  as  hard  as  a  stone,  shot- 
proof  and  dagger-proof,  or  burnt  bone-black  to  a  cinder, 
or  in  any  other  way  wretched.  Willingly  do  they  ac- 
knowledge the  errors  committed  by  their  most  intimate 
friends,  and  then  endeavor  to  grind  out  the  notches  by 
inviting  them  to  their  own  houses,  and  treating  them  very 
differently. 

With  respect  to  Lenette,  my  dear  lady-reader,  she 
had  been  in  the  habit  of  baking  from  time  immemorial, 
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so  that  male  connoisseurs  preferred  her  crust,  female 
connoisseurs  her  crumb  ;  and  all  were  agreed  that  no 
one  but  you,  my  dear,  could  at  all  equal  her  in  baking. 
The  kitchen-fire  was  the  second  element  of  this  female 
salamander,  for  water  was  the  first  element  of  this  good 
nymph. 

To  bathe  as  it  were  in  sand,  to  splash,  scrape,  and 
cackle,  in  such  a  rich  establishment  as  that  of  Siebenkäs, 
—  for  he  had  devoted  all  Leibgeber's  Ephraimites  to  the 
church-dedication  feast,  —  was  her  vocation. 

No  kiss  could  this  day  be  applied  to  her  glowing  face  ; 
but,  in  good  sooth,  the  woman  had  enough  to  do,  for  at  ten 
o'clock  another  work  followed  upon  another  workman,  — 
the  butcher. 

I  am  sure  the  public  will,  in  the  end,  thank  me  for  a 
brief  account  of  this  affair:  and  who  but  myself  could 
give  it  ? 

At  the  beginning  of  the  summer,  all  the  four  house- 
holders clubbed  together  for  the  purchase  of  a  fine  dry 
cow,  which  was  turned  out  to  be  fattened.  The  book- 
binder, the  cobbler,  the  advocate  of  the  poor,  and  the 
hair-dresser  (who  only  differed  from  the  others  in  being 
their  landlord,  as  they  all  equally  dwelt  with  their  cred- 
itors), these  four  had  an  authentic  instrument,  drawn 
up  by  an  able  hand  (it  was  appended  to  the  arm  of 
Siebenkäs),  concerning  the  life  and  death  of  the  cow, 
wherein  the  respective  contracting  parties,  who  all  stood 
round  the  empty  document,  with  the  exception  of  the 
one  who  sat  down  to  write  it,  bound  themselves  to  the 
following  agreement :  — 

1.  That  each  of  the  four  parties  interested  in  the  cow 
might  and  should  in  turns  milk  the  said  cow. 

VOL.  i.  7  J 
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2.  That  the  members  of  this  fattening  cuisine  should 
defray,  out  of  a  common  war-chest,  the  eating  expenses, 
carriage  of  victuals,  in  short,  everything  appertaining  to 
the  support  and  maintenance  of  said  cow  ;  and 

3.  That  the  allies  should  not  only  slaughter  the  above- 
mentioned  fattened  beast  the  day  before  St.  Michael's 
day,  Sept.  28,  1785,  but  should  again  subdivide  each 
quarter  of  the  same  into  four  parts,  according  to  the  lex 
agraria,  to  be  distributed  to  the  four  parties  in  question, 
share  and  share  alike. 

Siebenkäs  drew  up  four  correct  copies  of  this  con- 
tract, one  for  each  party ;  and  he  never  wrote  anything 
with  more  serious  pleasure  in  his  life.  The  third  article 
was  all  that  now  remained  to  be  fulfilled  by  the  peaceful 
house-confederacy  of  the  four  evangelists,  who  assumed 
but  one  animal  as  crest  of  the  company,  and  that  one, 
moreover,  was  the  female  of  that  of  Luke. 

All  this  time,  however,  the  learned  are  languishing  for 
my  wake  ;  and  therefore  I  must  content  myself  with  a 
hasty  sketch  of  my  man  and  animal-piece.  The  butcher, 
at  the  close  of  Fructidor,  did  his  duty  well.  The  four 
convivial  princes  stood  by  during  the  whole  operation  ; 
and  even  old  Sabel  assisted,  and  got  something.  The 
quadruple  alliance  treated  themselves,  like  the  slaugh- 
tered beast,  with  a  picnic,  to  which  each  contributed 
for  the  purpose  of  bringing  in  the  butcher  gratis ;  and  it 
is  undeniable,  that  one  member  of  the  league,  whom  I 
shall  hereafter  mention,  appeared  at  the  table  in  a  con- 
dition and  in  a  dress  scarcely  serious  enough  even  for 
the  slaughtering.  The  battle- Hanse  then  proceeded  to 
the  partition  according  to  the  number  of  the  company ; 
and  the  golden  calf,  round  which  they  danced,  was  cor- 
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rectly  sliced  by  different  heraldic  cuts, — of  which  I  will 
only  mention  the  wave-cut,  the  clover-cut,  the  head-cut, 
the  tooth-cut,  the  step-cut,  —  and  then  it  was  all  over,  r 
do  not  think  there  is  anything  more  that  I  can  commu- 
nicate worthy  of  notice  in  the  whole  zoötomic  division, 
save  an  observation  of  one  of  the  shareholders.  "It 
were  to  be  desired,"  said  Siebenkäs,  "  that  the  twelve 
tribes,  and,  at  a  later  period,  the  Roman  empire  itself, 
had  been  as  honestly  or  as  manifoldly  divided  as  our 
cow,  and  Poland." 

Sufficient  justice  will  have  been  done  to  the  embonpoint 
of  the  cow,  when  I  have  quoted  the  following  panegyric 
of  the  cobbler  Fecht : 

"May  legions  of  devils  take  thee,  thou  miserable, 
scraggy  brute ! "  (then  suddenly,  in  a  subdued,  pious 
voice,)  "Now  God  Almighty  has  shown  favor  to  the 
good  beast,  and  blessed  us  poor  unworthy  sinners  beyond 
measure." 

He  was  a  careless,  merry  grig,  who  had  shut  himself 
up  in  the  heavy  coach  of  pietism,  and  was  always  obliged 
to  sweeten  his  old  curses  with  new  sighs  ;  and  it  was  to 
the  not  over-dignified  condition  and  dress  of  this  very 
Fecht  that  I  before  alluded :  the  whole  day  of  the 
slaughtering  he  had  on,  alas !  no  breeches,  but  strode 
up  and  down  the  slaughter-house  in  a  white  gown  of 
his  wife's,  thus  representing  his  conjugal  half.  But  the 
society  did  not  take  it  ill,  for  he  could  not  do  otherwise, 
since  all  the  time  he  was  appearing  in  the  demi-negligee 
of  an  Amazon,  and  looked  like  an  hermaphrodite,  his 
black  leather  leg-coffins  were  in  the  dye-pot  to  be  re- 
printed. 

The  Advocate  had  begged  Lenette  to  come  and  sit 
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down  quietly  with  him  at  half  past  four  o'clock,  and  not 
to  give  herself  any  further  trouble  even  with  the  supper, 
for  he  would  this  evening  economize,  he  said,  and  content 
himself  with  half  a  dollar's  worth  of  pie. 

The  busy  one  ran  about  and  swept ;  and  truly  as  early 
as  six  o'clock  both  reposed  within  the  wide  leathern  arms 
of  the  grandfather's  large  elbow-chair,  —  for  he  had  no 
flesh,  she  had  no  bones  ;  and  tranquil  and  happy  as  chil- 
dren, while  eating,  they  gazed  at  the  room  artistically  ar- 
ranged for  the  wake,  and  at  the  all-pervading  brightness, 
at  the  moon-sickles  of  cakes  in  their  hands,  and  the  liquid 
burnished  gold,  or  rather  gold-foil,  of  the  setting  sun, 
which,  creeping  up  ever  higher,  illuminated  the  sparkling 
tin  utensils  ;  and  their  rest  was  like  the  sleep  of  a  cradled 
infant,  surrounded  by  the  twelve  screaming,  clattering, 
Herculean  evening-labors  of  the  other  people  in  the 
house.  The  clear  sky  and  the  newly  washed  windows 
added  half  an  hour  to  the  day,  and  the  tuning-hammer 
of  the  evening-bells  softly  harmonized  their  melodious 
wishes,  until  they  became  dreams.  At  ten  they  awoke, 
and  went  to  bed. 

I  take  pleasure  myself  in  this  little  starry  night-piece, 
which  my  head  has  reflected  as  gleaming  and  awry  as 
does  the  gilded  hemisphere,  of  my  watch  when  held 
against  the  setting  sun. 

In  the  evening,  the  hunted,  wearied-  man  desires  to  be 
at  rest.  For  the  evening  of  a  day,  for  the  evening  of  a 
year  (autumn),  and  for  the  evening  of  his  life,  he  carries 
home  his  wearisome  harvests,  and  hopes  so  much. 

But  hast  thou  never  seen  thine  image  on  the  stubble- 
fields? —  the  autumn-flower,  or  daisy,  which  spares  her 
blossoms  for  the  after-summer,  and,  without  fruit,  is 
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snowed  over  by  the  winter,  and  bears  none  until  the  next 
spring  ? 

But  hark !  how  the  roaring,  swelling  flood  of  the  morn- 
ing of  the  wake  breaks  against  the  bed-posts  of  our  hero ! 
He  steps  forth  into  the  dazzling  white  room,  which 
Lenette  —  who  had  slyly  got  up  during  his  first  sleep 
before  midnight  —  had  washed  and  sanded,  or  powdered, 
to  an  Arabia ;  thus  she  had  her  will,  and  he  his. 

On  the  morning  of  a  wake  I  should  advise  every  one  to 
do  as  Siebenkäs  did,  i.  e.  open  the  window,  and,  leaning 
out,  look  upon  the  rapid  building  and  hiring  of  the  little 
wooden  exchanges,  and  watch  the  falling  of  the  first  drops 
of  the  human  waterspout :  but  observe,  that  it  was  not  by 
my  advice  that  Siebenkäs,  in  the  arrogance  of  his  wealth, 
(for  samples  of  all  the  tarts  in  the  house  lay  behind  him,) 
called  to  many  a  green  patrician-caterpillar  which  crawled 
about  below  even  more  haughty  than  himself,  and  whose 
natural  history  he  was  desirous  of  reading  out  of  its  own 
face,  "  I  pray  you  look  at  yonder  house ;  don't  you  see 
anything  ?  " 

When  the  little  grub  lifted  up  its  physiognomy  and 
stretched  it  out  backwards,  So  that  he  was  enabled  to 
study  its  countenance  at  his  leisure,  which  was  his  object, 
he  asked,  "  Do  you  see  nothing  at  all  ?  "  Then,  upon  the 
little  animal  shaking  its  head,  he  agreed  with  it,  and 
added,  "  Naturally  enough  !  for  neither  can  I,  though  I 
have  been  looking  out  for  a  year  and  a  day,  see  anything 
particular ;  but  I  did  not  like  to  trust  my  own  eyes." 

Thoughtless  Firmian  !  how  easily  may  the  fermenting 
foam  of  your  delight  subside  again,  as  on  the  Saturday 
when  you  delivered  your  visiting-cards  !  But  first  the 
drop  of  must,  which  he  had  pressed  out  of  his  forenoon 
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hours,  frothed  up,  —  all  was  fresh  and-  sparkling.  The 
bustling  landlord,  with  his  powder-sowing  machine,  scat- 
tered his  seed  upon  a  good  soil.  The  bookbinder  carried 
his  wares,  consisting  of  blank  copy-books,  novelties,  and 
almanacs,  on  an  axletree  to  market ;  and  was  obliged  to 
make  two  journeys  with  the  wheelbarrow,  but  in  the 
evening  he  only  made  one  back  again,  because  he  ha:l 
disposed  of  his  almanacs  (which  are  indeed  the  greatest 
novelties  or  news,  inasmuch  as  in  the  whole  course  of  time 
there  is  nothing  so  new  as  a  new  year).  Old  Sabel  had 
opened  her  East-India  house,  her  fruit-shop,  and  tin-ring 
cabinet  beneath  the  gate.  She  would  not  have  sold  her 
warehouse  to  her  own  brother  for  six  florins  ;  and  was, 
besides,  a  town  and  not  a  country  shopkeeper. 

The  cobbler  mended  no  one's  shoes  on  this  holy  St. 
Michael's  day  except  his  wife's. 

Enjoy  untroubled,  for  the  time  being,  O  my  hero,  this 
refined  sugar  of  life,  and  empty  the  dish  of  sweetmeats 
which  the  forenoon  offers  thee.  Trouble  not  thyself  aoout 
the  Devil  and  his  grandmother,  even  though,  in  accord- 
ance with  their  nature,  they  should  be  reflecting  how  best 
to  mix  a  cup  of  bitter  medioine,  or  poison,  to  give  thee  to 
drink. 

The  greatest  amusement  of  my  hero,  however,  is  yet 
to  come,  viz.  the  countless  herd  of  beggars.  I  will, 
by  describing  the  enjoyment,  attempt  to  distribute  it  to 
others. 

A  wake  is  the  fair  annually  visited  by  beggars  of  every 
rank.  For  many  days  previously  every  foot  which  has 
no  other  footing  than  tender  hearts  is  directed,  like  a 
radius,  to  the  place  :  but  it  is  on  the  very  morning  of  the 
wake  itself  that  the  annual  mendicant  corps  and  column 
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of  cripples  first  sets  itself  properly  into  motion.  Those 
who  may  happen  to  have  seen  Fürth,  or  who  have  been  in 
Elwangen  under  the  government  of  P.  Gassner,  may  cut 
the  following  pages  out  of  their  copy,  but  no  one  else 
can  form  any  idea  of  this -matter  until  I  shall  have  pro- 
ceeded further,  and  have  conducted  him  through  the  gate 
of  Kuhschnappel. 

The  street-litanies  and  vocal  serenades  now  commence.  . 
Like  blinded  finches  the  blind  sing,  better,  but  louder ;  the 
lame  walk ;  the  poor  preach  the  gospel  in  person ;  the 
deaf  and  dumb  make  a  terrible  noise,  and  with  little  bells 
ring  in  the  wake ;  one  chimes  into  the  air  of  another ;  a 
paternoster  is  gabbled  before  every  door;  and  in  the 
house  no  one  can  hear  his  own  swearing.  On  the  one 
hand  whole  cabinets  of  hellers  *  are  scattered  abroad,  and 
on  the  other  are  pocketed.  The  one-legged  soldiery 
mingle  oaths  with  their  ejaculatory  prayers,  and  curse 
terribly  because  they  get  so  little :  in  short,  the  market- 
town,  which  had  resolved  to  enjoy  this  day,  was  almost 
taken  by  storm  by  the  army  of  beggars. 

Now  appear  the  cripples  and  sick.  He  who  possesses 
a  wooden  substitute  for  a  leg,  and  for  whom  a  catholic 
place  of  pilgrimage  is  too  distant,  sets  his  imitation-limb, 
along  with  his  third  leg  or  co-operator,  —  the  crutch,  — 
in  motion  towards  Kuhschnappel,  and  props  and  plants 
the  pointed  foot  into  moist  ground  in  the  neighborhood 
of  the  gate,  and  there  waits  to  see  if  the  wTood  will  thrive 
and  bear-  fruit.  He  who  possesses  no  arms,  or  at  least 
hands,  there  stretches  out  both  for  a  small  gift.  He  on 
whom  Heaven  has  bestowed,  in  ever  so  small  a  degree, 
the  beggar's  talent,  sickness,  or  the  beggar's  "  vapeurs," 

*  Small  coins. 


152     FLOWER,   FRUIT,   AND   THORN  PIECES. 

palsy,  takes  up  his  pound,  and  his  body  appertaining  to 
the  disease,  and  therewith  levies  contributions  from  the 
healthy ;  in  fine,  whoever  could  stand  as  frontispiece  to 
treatises  on  disease  (as  well  as  before  the  gate)  now  steps 
forth  beneath  the  latter,  and  publishes  what  ails,  or  rather 
fails  him,  which  for  the  time  being,  is  other  people's 
money.  There  are  many  legs,  noses,  and  arms  to  be  had 
in  Kuhschnappel,  but  yet  more  men.  One  extraordinary 
fellow,  however,  who  cannot  be  rivalled,  is  an  object  of 
special  admiration  and  envy  to  those  waste-paper  souls 
who  cannot  witness  excellence  in  another  without  covet- 
ing it :  this  fellow  is  only  half  present,  for  his  other  half 
already  moulders  in  the  grave,  —  all  that  goes  by  the 
name  of  thighs,  &c.  having  been  shot  away  from  him. 
These  shots  have  enabled  him  to  usurp  the  primateship 
and  generalship  of  the  cripples,  and  authorize  his  being 
drawn  about  on  a  triumphal  car,  like  a  demigod,  whose 
spirit,  instead  of  a  corporeal  garment,  has  only  got  on  a 
cape  and  short  doublet. 

"  A  soldier,"  said  Siebenkäs,  "  who  is  still  encumbered 
with  one  leg,  and  feels  tempted  in  consequence  to  grumble 
at  fate,  and  demand,  '  Wherefore  am  I  not  shot  to  pieces, 
like  this  cripple,  but  only  get  a  miserable  pittance  of 
alms  ? '  should  consider  that,  on  the  one  hand,  there  are 
thousands  of  warriors  near  him  who  have  not  even  one 
wooden  leg,  not  to  mention  more,  and  are  therefore  quite 
destitute  of  this  brand  and  beggar's  mark;  and,  on  the 
other  hand,  that  he  might  always  ask,  however  many 
limbs  he  might  have  been  deprived  of  by  the  bullet 
<  Why  not  more  ?  ' " 

Siebenkäs  was  amused  by  this  misery,  because  the 
wretched  creatures  amused  themselves ;  but,  on  the  other 
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hand,  lie  did  not  set  up  a  politico-economical  hue-and- 
cry  because  the  poor  creatures  eat  and  drank  too  much, 
or  because  the  whole  hospital  wagon-load  might  chance 
to  get  out  at  a  shepherd's  hut,  and  there,  laying  aside 
blisters,  martyr-crowns,  girdles  of  thorns,  hair-shirts,  leave 
nothing  behind  but  fresh  human  beings,  who  for  a  mo- 
ment ceased  sighing ;  or  since  all  men  work,  not  merely 
to  live,  but  in  order  to  live  sometimes  a  little  better, 
because  the  beggar  too  might  occasionally  receive  some- 
thing more  than  his  daily  bread,  and  because  when  the 
cripple  got  possession  of  the  Goddess  of  Joy,  who  only 
visits  our  ball-rooms  en  masque,  and  dragged  her  as  part- 
ner into  his  boarded  dancing-barn,  her  warm  mask  in 
dancing  sometimes  fell  off. 

At  eleven  o'clock,  as  I  prognosticated,  the  Devil  threw 
a  handful  of  buzzing  flies  into  Firmian's  bridal  ,  soup,  viz. 
a  bridegroom  in  person,  Mr.  Rosa  von  Meyern,  who,  in 
his  patrician  character,  had  sent  word  that  he  should  visit 
them  in  the  afternoon,  because  he  could  better  overlook 
the  market-place  from  their  window.  Poor  devils,  who 
can  command  in  no  other  house  but  their  own,  often  make 
loop-holes  for  the  purpose  of  firing  upon  the  enemy  who 
attacks  them  —  from  within.  The  Advocate  had  an  in- 
civility to  throw  at  the  Venner  in  both  scales  of  his 
Themis-balance,  and  tried  to  choose  the  lightest ;  the  one 
was,  to  send  him  word  that  he  might  remain  where  he 
was,  —  the  other,  to  let  him  in,  but  in  every  other  respect 
to  act  just  as  if  the  creature  were  in  the  moon.  Sieben- 
käs selected  the  latter  as  the  smallest. 

Poor  women !  they  have  always  to  carry  and  hold  the 
Jacob's  ladder  by  which  we  men  ascend  into  the  blue 
and  sunset  skies.  This  visit  was  a  new  load  piled  upon 
7* 
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the  two  poles  of  Lenette's  arms.  The  watering  of  all  the 
movable  goods  and  chattels,  and  the  holy-water  sprinkle, 
was  again  put  into  requisition.  Lenette  hated  Meyern 
•—die  b* **l''-gww|B  of  the  woman  accused  ot*  infanticide 

apply  all  the  polishing  machines  to  the  apartment.  Veri- 
ly. I  believe  women  adorn  themselves  for  their  enemies 
even  more  than  tor  their  friends. 

The  Advocate  paced  up  and  down  the  room,  hung  all 
over  with  chains  of  argument.  Bke  a  ghost,  and  en- 
deavored to  inspire  her  with  the  resolution  not  to  trou- 
ble herself  about  the  hare. 

I:  was  of  no  avail  She  said,  ■  What  would  he  think 
of  ma?" 

But  when  she  had  ejected,  as  a  crudity,  from  the  cham- 
ber his  old  inkstand,  in  which  he  had  just  pat  powder  to 
dissolve  for  his  46  Selection  from  the  Devil's  Papers,*  and 
was  proceeding  to  attack  the  holy  ark  of  his  writing-table, 
them  the  marriage-lord  arose,  lifted  himself  up  on  his 
hind  legs,  and  pointed  with  his  fore-feet  to  the  line  of 

Rosa  appeared  !  No  soul  in  the  least  tender  could  ab- 
solutely curse  the  youth,  or  beat  him  to  death  :  one  rather 
liked  him,  on  the  contrary,  in  the  intervals  of  his  pranks. 
He  bad  white  hair  on  his  head  and  on  his  chin :  on  the 
wlf.r  ~.iS  gr-.le :  L  i:kr  ::.e  i^seo:s.  Lad  almost 
milk  instead  of  blood  in  his  veins.  —  as  plants,  too, 
which  are  poisonous,  have  tor  the  most  part  a  white 
milk-lik-r  .  Et  ::rg.vre  -~r-rr  cue  easily,  except 
maidens;  and,  in  the  evening,  at  the  theatre,  often  shed 
more  tears  than  he  had  forced  from  many  a  seduced  vic- 
tim. His  heart  wayejther  of  stone  nor  putra  infemaU; 
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and  when  he  prayed  for  any  length  of  time  together,  he 
became  pious,  and  sought  out  the  oldest  doctrines,  that  he 
might  adopt  them. 

The  thunder  was  for  him  the  watchman's  rattle,  which 
woke  him  out  of  the  light  sleep  of  sin :  he  loved  to  take 
the  poor  by  the  hand,  especially  the  lovely.  All  things 
considered,  he  may  possibly  find  his  salvation,  particularly 
as  he  is  not  in  the  habit  of  paying  his  gambling  debts, 
like  the  debtors  of  the  great  world,  and  treasures  irf  his 
heart  an  innate  commandment  against  the  shooting  and 
sabre-slashing  of  duelling. 

To  be  sure,  he  has  not  yet  learned  to  keep  his  word ; 
and  neither,  were  he  poorer,  would  he  have  any  hesita- 
tion in  stealing.  Like  a  lapdog,  he  lays  himself  at  the 
feet  of  people  in  power  and  wags  his  tail ;  but  he  pulls 
at  the  dress  of  women,  or  shows  his  teeth  to  defend  him- 
self. 

Such  pliant  water-plants  yield  to  every  satirical  blow ; 
and  however  much  they  may  be  merited,  it  is  impossible 
to  give  them,  since  the  effect  is  in  proportion  to  the  re- 
sistance ;  and  Siebenkäs  wished  Meyern  were  ruder  and 
rougher;  for  it  is  just  such  supple,  whining,  weak,  sap- 
less creatures  who  steal  away  fortune,  wealth,  maiden- 
innocence,  offices,  and  fame ;  and  are  exactly  like  rats- 
bane or  arsenic,  which,  to  be  genuine,  must  look  quite 
white,  glittering,  and  transparent. 

Rosa  appeared;  I  say ;  but  infinitely  smart.  His  pocket- 
handkerchief  was  a  great  Molucca,  and  his  two  locks  two 
little  Moluccas  full  of  perfume.  Upon  his  waistcoat  — 
according  to  the  then  prevailing  fashion  —  was  embroi- 
dered a  whole  menagerie,  or  Zimmerman's  zoological  map. 
His  little  trousers,  and  his  little  coat,  and  all,  salted  the 
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women  in  the  house,  by  merely  passing  them,  into  Lot- 
pillars  of  salt ;  but  I  must  confess  that  I  myself  am  more 
dazzled  by  his  six  be-ringed  fingers :  profiles,  pictures, 
stones,  even  beetles'  wings,  all  were  employed  in  the 
gold-shoeing  of  his  fingers. 

I  may  be  allowed  this  expression  in  reference  to  the 
hand,  —  "  it  is  shod  with  rings  like  a  hoof,"  —  since  the 
term  has  been  long  applied  to  the  hoof  of  the  horse  itself, 
for  f)aubenton  has  proved  by  dissection  that  it  possesses 
all  the  parts  of  the  human  hand.  The  use  of  these  hand 
or  finger  rings  is  innocent ;  nay,  they  are  even  indispen- 
sable to  those  who  need  them  in  their  noses ;  for,  accord- 
ing to  the  received  opinion,  these  metal  coverings  of  the 
fingers  were  invented  to  disfigure  beautiful  hands,  — 
chains  and  nose-rings,  as  it  were,  to  tame  vanity ;  there- 
fore the  fist,  which  is  ugly  in  itself,  can  easily  dispense 
with  this  additional  disfigurement. 

I  should  like  to  know  whether  another  similar  thought 
of  my  own  may  not  be  equally  well  founded,  and  explain 
why  a  beautiful  hand  should  be  turned  into  a  hunchback 
of  rings  (sphcera  armillaris). 

Pascal  wore  a  great  iron  ring,  provided  with  spikes, 
round  his  naked  body,  in  order  that,  by  slightly  pressing 
upon  it,  he  might  punish  himself  for  every  vain  thought. 
Are  not  the  smaller  and  prettier  rings,  perhaps,  intended 
to. punish  every  vain  thought  in  the  same  manner,  by 
slighter,  but  more  frequent,  pains  ?  At  least  this  would 
seem  to  be  their  object,  since  vain  people  wear  most  of 
them,  and  play  most  with  their  ring-covered  hands. 

Unwelcome  visits  often  pass  off  more  pleasantly  than 
others.  To-day  all  were  in  spirits.  Siebenkäs  was  in  his 
home,  as  if  at  home ;  and  looked  out  upon  the  market- 
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place  with  the  Venner.  His  wife,  according  to  her  edu- 
cation, and  the  custom  of  the  middle  classes  in  little 
tow  us,  had  not  the  courage  to  be  other  than  mute,  or  at 
most  a  listener,  in  the  concert  of  a  male  conversation. 
She  went  to  and  fro,  served  them  with  cakes,  &c,  and 
spent  most  of  the  time  with  the  women  below.  The  polite, 
gallant  Rosa  in  vain  tried  upon  her  his  spell  to  fix  a 
woman  to  one  spot.  He  complained  to  her  husband,  that 
there  was  little  real  refinement  in  Kuhschnappel,  and  not 
one  amateur-theatre  where  one  could  act,  as  in  Ulm  :  the 
best  fashions,  too,  and  books,  he  said,  he  was  obliged  to 
procure  from  foreign  parts. 

Siebenkäs  merely  expressed  to  him  his  amusement  at 
the  beggars  in  the  market-place.  He  pointed  out  to  him 
the  little  boys  blowing  into  their  red-painted  trumpets,  — 
if  not  loud  enough  to  blow  Jericho  to  pieces,  at  least  the 
drum  of  the  ear ;  but  with  proper  consideration  he  re- 
marked, that  he  should  not  quite  overlook  those  other 
poor  devils,  who  were  collecting  in  their  caps  the  glean- 
ings of  the  split  firewood,  as  building-surveyors  collect  the 
ihavings.  He  asked  him  whether,  like  other  councillors 
of  the  exchequer,  he,  too,  disapproved  of  all  lotteries ; 
and  if  he  thought  the  morals  of  the  common  people  of 
Kuhschnappel  were  much  injured  by  the  old  cask  yonder, 
turned  topsy-turvy,  on  the  bottom  of  which  an  index,  re- 
volving round  a  dial-plate  of  gingerbread  and  nuts,  was 
set  into  motion  for  a  small  compensation  on  the  part  of  the 
shareholders,  at  the  risk  of  the  lottery  department,  —  an 
old  greedy  woman-piece,  —  inasmuch  as  many  a  youngster 
got  a  cake  instead  of  a  little  nut. 

Siebenkäs  loved  the  little  ;  because  in  his  eyes  it  was  a 
satirical,  caricaturing,  diminishing  glass  of  all  great  civil 
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pomp.  The  Venner  took  not  the  slightest  interest  in 
these  double-meaning  illustrations  ;  but  in  sooth  the  Ad- 
vocate never  thought  of  dissipating  any  other  person's 
ennui  by  such  observations  but  his  own.  He  once  said : 
"I  may  surely  speak  aloud  to  myself  what  I  please. 
Of  what  importance  is  it  to  me  whether  another  listens 
behind  my  back  or  before  my  belly  ?  " 

At  length  he  went  down  stairs,  and  mingled  with  the 
people  in  the  market-place,  much  to  the  satisfaction  of  the 
Venner,  who  now  hoped  to  speak  a  reasonable  word  with 
his  wife.  After  Firmian's  departure  Everard  was  for  the 
first  time  in  his  element,  —  in  his  true  pike-pond.  By  way 
of  introduction,  he  built  up  before  Lenette  a  model  of  her 
native  town.  He  was  acquainted,  he  said,  with  many 
streets  and  persons  in  Augsburg,  and  had  often  ridden 
past  the  Fuggery  ;  and  it  was  as  present  to  him  as  if  it 
had  occurred  to-day,  that  he  had  once  seen  her  sewing  a 
bonnet,  near  an  extremely  respectable-looking  woman, 
who  no  doubt  must  have  been  her  mother.  Without  the 
least  scruple  he  took  her  hand  in  his,  which,  out  of  grati- 
tude for  such  sweet  recollections,  she  easily  permitted ; 
and,  after  pressing  it,  he  suddenly  relaxed  his  grasp,  to 
see  whether  she  had  not,  in  the  confusion  of  fingers,  re- 
turned it  a  little,  or  did  not  at  least  seek  to  recover  the 
lost  pressure :  but  he  might  as  well  have  pressed  the  iron 
hand  of  Götz  with  his  thief's  thumbs  as  her  warm  one. 
He  next  turned  the  conversation  upon  coiffure-fashions; 
and  spoke  about  them  like  a  man  who  understood  the 
subject,  and  not  like  Siebenkäs,  who  mixed  himself  in 
such  matters  without  the  slightest  artistical  knowledge ; 
and  he  offered  her  two  editions,  —  one  of  Ulm  fashions, 
another  of  Kuhschnappel  customers.    "  I  know  some  la- 
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dies,"  said  he,  —  and  he  showed  her  in  his  pocket-book 
his  list  of  engagements  for  the  ensuing  winter-balls, — 
"  whom  I  can  oblige  to  deal  with  you.  I  will  not  dance 
with  any  one  who  does  not  wear  something  of  your  manu- 
facture." 

"It  won't  be  quite  so  bad  as  that,  either,"  answered 
Lenette,  with  more  meanings  than  one. 

At  last  he  begged  her  to  work  a  little  before  him, 
thereby  hoping  to  divide  the  power  of  her  war-forces,  as 
she  would  then  be  obliged  to  post  her  eyes  upon  the  pins, 
and  only  employ  her  ears  against  him.  She  blushed  as 
she  took  two  pins,  and  stuck  one  into  the  little  round  red 
pincushion  of  her  mouth.  That  he  could  not  possibly 
allow:  he  knew  too  well  the  danger  of  a  woman  being 
armed  with  prickles  or  thorns,  against  such  hares  as 
himself,  whether  she  might  happen  to  swallow  the  stiletto 
itself,  or  only  the  poisonous  verdigris  upon  it.  With  his 
own  hands  he  drew  the  weapon  from  the  sheath  of  her 
lips ;  but  scratched  —  so  he  asserted,  at  least,  with  great 
lamentations  —  her  cherry-mouth  a  little,  or  not  at  all. 
A  righteous  Venner,  in  such  a  case,  considers  himself 
bound  to  defray  the  healing  expenses,  and  give  compen- 
sation. Of  his  own  accord  Everard  drew  out  of  his 
pocket  a  patent  English  salve,  rubbed  a  little  on  her  left 
forefinger;  and  with  this  mortar-trowel  —  being  obliged 
to  grasp  her  whole  hand,  as  handle  of  the  finger,  and 
sometimes  involuntarily  to  squeeze  it  —  he  spread  the 
salve-varnish  on  the  invisible  wound.  The  unlucky  dag- 
ger itself  he  stuck  in  his  shirt,  giving  her  in  exchange 
his  own  elegant  pin  from  the  frill,  and  thereby  exposing 
with  pleasure  his  tender  white  breast  to  the  cold. 

i  most  earnestly  request  those  who  understand  this 
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service  to  judge  my  hero  quite  impartially,  and,  sitting  on 
a  court-martial,  to  point  out  to  me  what  they  consider  to 
have  been  ill-judged  plans  and  false  moves. 

He  would  not  now  permit  the  wounded  Lenette  to 
work  any  more,  but  requested  her  to  show  him  her  fin- 
ished head-dresses.  He  ordered  a  fac-simile  of  one  fcr 
Madame  von  Blaise,  which  he  begged  her  to  try  on  ;  and 
he  himself  arranged  the  cap  in  the  manner  Madanw 
Blaise  was  accustomed  to  wear  it.  By  heaven  !  it  be- 
came her  better  than  he  could  have  supposed  ;  and  he 
swore  it  would  be  equally  becoming  to  Madame  Heim- 
licher, especially  as  she  was  just  of  a  height  with  Ma- 
dame. This  was  a  lie,  for  Lenette  was  shorter  by  a 
whole  half-nose  at  the  least :  having  seen  the  lady  at 
church,  she  said  so.  Rosa  maintained  his  assertion,  and 
staked  his  soul  and  salvation  —  for  on  such  occasions  he 
spoke  impiously  —  upon  his  opinion,  that  the  gracious 
lady  was  not  taller ;  he  would  take  the  sacrament  upon 
it ;  he  had  measured  himself  with  her  a  hundred  times, 
and  she  was  half  an  inch  taller  than  himself. 

"By  heaven!"  said  he,  suddenly  jumping  up,  "why, 
I  carry  her  measure  about  me,  like  her  tailor.  I  have 
only  to  measure  myself  with  you." 

I  will  not  withhold,  in  this  place,  from  little  maidens,  a 
golden  rule  of  war,  which  I  have  made  myself.  Never 
dispute  long  with  a  man  on  any  subject  whatsoever : 
warmth  in  argument  is,  in  itself,  warmth.  People  forget 
themselves,  and  at  last  come  to  proving  by  syllogistical 
figures,  which  is  "what  the  enemy  aims  at ;  and  these  are 
then  translated  into  poetic,  and  even  into  plastic  figures. 

Lenette,  made  giddy  by  the  quick  whirl  of  events, 
placed  herself  good-humoredly  against  the  recruit-meas- 
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ure,  —  her  recruit  Rosa.  He  leaned  his  back  against 
hers.  "  That  won't  do,"  said  he,  "  I  can't  see  so  at  all "  ; 
and  unbuckling  his  fingers,  which,  with  his  arms,  were 
bent  back,  and  buttoned  just  over  her  chest,  he  turned 
round  quickly  and  placed  himself  before  her,  embracing 
her  slightly,  and  balancing  himself  against  her,  in  order 
to  judge,  by  the  levelling-machine  of  the  eye,  whether  both 
their  foreheads  were  in  one  plane.  His  rose  above  hers 
by  a  whole  inch.  He  clasped  her  yet  more  tightly,  and 
said,  blushing,  "  You  were  right ;  but  my  mistake  was  in 
adding  your  beauty  to  your  height":  and  in  such  close 
neighborhood  he  pressed  his  red  mouth,  like  sealing-wax 
on  the  document  of  truth,  upon  hers. 

She  was  ashamed,  embarrassed,  ready  to  weep,  and 
indignant,  but  had  not  the  courage  to  let  her  anger  break 
out  against  a  patrician ;  however,  she  did  not  speak 
another  word.  Seating  himself  with  her  at  the  window, 
he  said  he  would  read  her  some  songs,  very  different 
from  those  which  were  bawled  about  for  sale  below  ;  that 
is  to  say,  he  himself  was  one  of  the  greatest  poets  in 
Kuhschnappel,  although  hitherto  he  had  himself  made 
known  his  verses,  rather  than  been  made  known  by 
them.  His  poems,  like  most  poems  of  the  present  day, 
resembled  the  Muses,  —  for  they  were  genuine  children 
of  memory. 

Every  ancient  frank  town  has  at  least  its  new-fash- 
ioned dandy,  who  does  the  honors  ;  and  every  cold 
prosaic  town,  which  can  boast"  of  an  imperial  judicature, 
possesses  its  genius,  its  poet  and  sentimentalist,  both 
which  situations,  as  in  the  case  before  us,  are  oftentimes 
filled  by  one  and  the  same  person.  The  great  and  little 
senate  styled  their  Rosa  a  powerful  genius,  affected  by 
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the  genius-epidemic.  This  disease  is  analogous  to  the 
elephantiasis,  which  Troil,  in  his  journey  through  Iceland, 
correctly  describes  in  his  twenty -fourth  letter  ;  the  char- 
acteristic features  of  which  are,  that  in  hair,  cracks,  color, 
boils  on  the  skin,  and  in  every  other  respect,  the  patient 
exactly  resembles  an  elephant,  excepting  only  that  he 
is  not  gifted  with  its  strength,  and  dwells  in  a  cold 
climate. 

Everard  drew  a  touching  elegy  from  his  left  pocket, 
in  which  (I  mean,  in  the  elegy)  a  noble  gentleman,  who 
was  heart-broken  by  love,  sung  himself  to  death.  Rosa 
prefaced  by  the  remark,  that  it  would  afford  him  the 
greatest  pleasure  to  read  it  to  her,  if  his  emotion  would 
but  permit  him  to  bring  it  to  a  conclusion.  But  the  poem 
soon  forced  more  than  one  tear  of  emotion  from  the  au- 
thor ;  and  to  his  honor  be  it  spoken,  he  afforded  another 
example  of  the  fact,  that  however  well  he,  and  poets  of 
his  description,  preserve  their  self-possession  at  the  great- 
est miseries  of  humanity,  they  are  nevertheless  unable  to 
control  their  feelings  altogether  at  those  of  love,  but  must 
needs  weep.  Rosa,  however,  who,  like  dishonest  gam- 
blers, always  placed  himself  near  some  reflecting  surface, 
whether  of  water,  a  window-pane,  or  polished  steel,  in 
order  that  he  might  catch  at  any  moment  the  image  of 
the  female  physiognomy,  now  perceived  in  a  little  ring- 
mirror  on  his  left  hand,  which  held  the  elegy,  but  very 
slight  traces  of  tragic  dew  drawn  from  Lenette's  eyes  by 
his  poem.  He  therefore  tm>k  from  his  second  pocket  a 
ballad,  (it  must  surely  have  been  printed  long  ago,)  in 
which  an  innocent  woman,  condemned  for  infanticide, 
takes  an  affecting  farewell  of  her  lover  previous  to  her 
execution.    This  ballad,  very  unlike  his  other  poetic  off- 
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spring,  possessed  real  poetical  merit,  since,  luckily  at 
least  for  the  poem,  he  himself  represented  such  a  lover, 
and  consequently  was  enabled  to  speak  from  the  heart  to 
the  heart.  It  is  difficult  to  paint  the  emotion,  the  melting 
tears,  which  appeared  in  Lenette's  face  :  her  whole  heart 
was  dissolved  in  her  blinded  eyes,  —  for  she  was  not  used 
to  be  thus  agitated  by  reality  and  fiction  at  once.  Then 
the  Venner,  in  the  fire  of  his  enthusiasm,  suddenly  cast 
away  the  ballad,  and  throwing  himself  on  Lenette's  neck, 
exclaimed,  "  Sympathizing,  noble,  holy  one  ! " 

To  depict  the  astonishment  with  which  Lenette,  not 
in  the  least  comprehending  this  sudden  transition  from 
weeping  to  kissing,  pushed  him  away  from  her,  would  be 
impossible :  but  it  was  of  no  avail ;  he  was  in  furore ; 
he  demanded  a  souvenir  of  this  "holy,  enchanting  mo- 
ment," —  only  a  little  lock  of  her  hair. 

Her  low  station,  the  grand  epithet,  in  short,  the  impos- 
sibility of  understanding  what  he  wanted  to  do  with  her 
black  fur,  even  if  she  had  cut  off  for  him  whole  tassels 
and  bed-flocks,  —  all  this  together  put  the  silly  notion  into 
her  head,  that  he  wanted  a  lock  of  her  hair  to  bewitch 
her,  perhaps  to  charm  her  into  loving  him. 

He  might  now  have  stabbed  himself  before  her  on  the 
spot,  cut  himself  into  slices  with  a  sabre,  impaled  himself 
alive,  —  she  would  have  looked  on  with  perfect  coolness  ; 
she  might,  perhaps,  have  given  her  blood  to  save  him,  but 
not  one  single  little  hair. 

One  last  resource  he  had  kept  in  petto  ;  indeed,  such 
an  occurrence  had  never  happened  to  him  before.  Lift- 
ing up  his  hand  in  the  air,  he  took  a  solemn  oath  ihat  he 
would  procure  for  her,  from  Monsieur  de  Blaise,  the  in- 
heritanoe  of  her  husband,  and  the  acknowledgment  of  his 
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relationship  as  cousin,  —  to  obtain  which  he  had  only  to 
threaten  that  he  would  break  off  the  engagement  with  his 
niece,  —  if  she  would  only  take  the  scissors  and  cut  him 
off  a  lock  of  her  hair  as  a  souvenir,  were  it  only  so  much 
as  the  fourth  part  of  a  moustache. 

She  knew  nothing  of  the  quarrel,  and  he  was  therefore 
obliged,  much  to  the  prejudice  of  his  enthusiasm,  to  give 
a  prosaic  circumstantial  narrative  of  the  species  facti  of 
the  whole  proceeding.  By  good  luck  he  had  still  in  his 
pocket  the  newspaper  in  which  the  Inheritance-office  had 
advertised  for  information  concerning  the  existence  of  the 
Advocate,  and  this  he  was  enabled  to  show  her.  The 
poor  plundered  woman  then  began  to  weep  bitterly,  not 
at  the  loss  of  the  inheritance,  but  at  her  husband's  long 
silence,  and  most  of  all  at  the  uncertainty  of  her  present 
name,  not  knowing  whether  she  were  married  to  Sie- 
benkäs or  Leibgeber.  Her  tears  flowed  faster  and  faster ; 
and  in  the  delirium  of  her  grief  she  would  have  given  the 
seducer  before  her  all  her  beautiful  locks,  if,  while  he  was 
begging  for  one  on  his  knees,  an  accident  had  not  occurred 
to  snap  asunder  the  whole  chain  of  these  minutes. 

But  previously  let  us  look  after  her  husband  in  his 
wanderings.  At  first,  he  strolled  among  the  stalls ;  for 
the  many-voiced  tumult,  the  cheap  enjoyments,  and  the 
outspread  pattern-sheet  of  rags,  out  of  which  we  clothes- 
moths  patch  up  our  dresses  and  cells,  —  all  these  filled 
his  spirit  with  humorously  melancholy  reflections  upon 
the  mosaic  picture  of  our  life,  composed,  as  it  is,  of  va- 
riegated minutes,  grains  of  dust,  drops,  vapors,  and  little 
points.  He  laughed,  and  listened  with  feelings  which  few 
of  my  readers  will  understand,  to  a  bawling  ballad-singer, 
who,  with  his  rhapsody-staff  in  one  hand,  pointed  to  a 
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large  outstretched  representation  of  a  most  horrible  mur- 
der, and  in  the  other  offered  for  sale  smaller  printed 
papers,  wherein  the  misfortune  and  the  murderer  were 
depicted  to  the  German  in  no  brighter  colors  than  those 
of  poetry.  Siebenkäs  took  two  copies  of  these,  which  he 
put  into  his  pocket  to  read  in  the  evening. 

This  melancholy  murder-piece  sketched  on  the  back- 
ground of  his  soul  the  accused  woman  he  had  defended, 
and  the  Rabenstein,  on  which  the  warm  tears  had  fallen 
from  his  bleeding  heart  the  last  time  it  had  been  wound- 
ed, —  that  heart  which  one  other  alone  understood.  ♦ 

He  abandoned  the  noisy  market-place,  and  sought  the 
silence  of  nature,  and  that  isolatorium  devoted  at  once 
to  friendship  and  to  crime. 

It  is  a  strange  soothing  feeling  that  comes  over  us 
when  from  the  tumult  of  a  market-place  we  go  forth  at 
once  into  the  serene  expanse  of  the  soberly  clad  creation, 
—  into  her  silent  dark  cathedral. 

With  a  heavy  heart  he  ascended  the  well-known  spot, 
whose  hateful  name  I  will  omit ;  and  from  this  ruin  he 
looked  around  him  on  the  creation,  as  though  he  were  the 
last  living  man.  Neither  in  the  blue  of  heaven,  nor  on 
the  green  of  earth,  did  he  find  a  second  voice ;  only  a 
lost  grasshopper  chattered  in  monosyllables  in  the  exposed 
furrows,  from  the  stubble  of  the  cleared  forest  of  corn- 
ears.  The  birds  trooped  together,  screeching  dissonantly, 
and  flew  into  the  thickly  strewn  green  nets,  instead  of 
into  the  distant  green  spring.  Over  the  meadows  without 
flowers,  over  the  fields  without  corn,  flitted  pale,  ghost 
like  figures  of  the  past ;  —  and  over  the  grand  everlasting 
objects,  over  woods  and  mountains,  hung  a  gnawing  fog, 
as  though  all  nature,  trembling  and  crumbling,  were  about 
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to  melt  into  its  murky  vapor.  But  a  bright  thought 
pierced  the  dark  drizzle  of  nature  and  of  the  soul,  and 
resolved  it  into  a  white  mist,  and  the  mist  again  into 
glittering  dew,  and  the  dew  fell  upon  flowers.  He  gazed 
to  the  northeast  on  the  mountains  which  concealed  from 
him  his  second  heart,  and  behind  which  his  friend,  a  pale 
image,  arose  like  the  earlier  coming  autumn  moon  ;  and 
the  spring,  when  he  would  again  visit  and  see  his  Henry, 
already  began  to  strew  for  him  a  broad  path  thither  with 
green  and  with  flowers.  How  man  plays  with  the  world 
around  him,  and  quickly  dresses  it  anew  with  the  spun 
webs  of  his  own  spirit ! 

The  spotless  blue  heaven  now  descended  nearer  to 
the  dun-colored  earth.  Did  not  the  future  spring  al- 
ready send  its  music  from  afar,  across  a  whole  winter,  in 
the  evening-bells  of  pasturing  cattle,  in  the  wild  wood- 
notes  of  birds,  and  the  unchecked  murmur  of  the  brooks, 
which  flowed  into  the  future  carpet  of  flowers  ?  And 
when  he  saw  a  quivering  chrysalis  near  him,  still  hang- 
ing in  her  half-shrivelled-up  caterpillar-case,  and  sleeping 
towards  her  future  blossom-cups,  and  when,  with  the 
spirit-eye  of  imagination,  he  looked  beyond  the  hay-cocks 
of  the  aftermath  into  the  evening  glory  of  June,  and  every 
many-colored  tree  bloomed,  as  it  were,  for  him  a  second 
time,  —  their  gaudy  tops,  like  magnified  tulips,  painting 
a  rainbow  on  the  vapors  of  autumn,  —  O,  then  it  was 
only  earlier  breezes  of  May  that  chased  the  fluttering 
leaves,  and  fanned  our  friend  with  their  buoyant  bil- 
low's, and  arose  with  him,  and  held  him  floating  above  the 
autumn  and  above  the  mountains,  and  he  could  look  over 
the  mountains  and  far  countries,  and,  lo !  he  beheld  all 
the  springs  of  his  life,  which  lay  for  him  still  in  bud, 
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strung  together  like  gardens,  and  in  every  spring  stood 
his  friend  ! 

He  left  the  place,  but  wandered  long  in  the  meadows, 
where  at  this  season  there  is  no  occasion  to  look  out 
anxiously  for  the  path,  chiefly  in  order  that  his  eyes 
might  not  betray  on  whom  he  had  been  thinking,  espe- 
cially to-day,  when  he  was  met  by  so  many  market-people. 
But  it  was  of  little  avail :  in  certain  moods  the  wounded 
soul,  like  injured  trees,  pours  forth  its  tears  unceasingly, 
and  on  the  slightest  touch. 

He  avoided  eyewitnesses,  particularly  such  as  Rosa, 
because,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  in  such  moments,  when  his 
feelings  were  excited,  whether  it  were  from  shame  or 
from  quickness  of  temper,  he  was  most  liable  to  spoil  his 
mood  by  irritability.  At  last  a  weapon  for  self- conquest 
fell  in  his  way,  —  the  thought,  namely,  that  he  had  to 
apologize  and  make  amends  to  his  guest  for  his  unpo- 
liteness  in  absenting  himself  so  long. 

When  he  arrived,  what  a  strange  sight  met  his  eyes ! 
The  old  guest  away,  a  new  one  in  his  place,  and  near 
him  his  wife  in  tears  !  At  his  entrance,  Lenette  went  to 
the  window,  and  a  fresh  gush  of  tears  streamed  down  her 
face.  "Mistress  Advocate  of  the  Poor,"  continued  the 
Schulrath,  still  holding  her  hand,  "  for  Heaven's  sake, 
submit  to  the  will  of  God.  The  matter  is  easily  put  to 
rights.  I  am  willing  to  concede  you  a  sorrow  of  the 
heart,  but  it  must  be  a  subdued  one." 

Lenette  did  not  even  look  at  her  husband,  but  con- 
tinued to  gaze  through  the  window.  The  Schulrath  now 
related,  first,  all  that  I  have  already  related  ;  while  Fir- 
mian  listening,  and  looking  at  him,  took  the  burning  hand 
of  Lenette,  who  turned  away  from  him.  The  Schulrath 
then  continued : 
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"  When  I  entered  the  room,  merciful  Heaven !  his 
worship  was  on  his  knees  before  the  Mistress  Advocate 
with  carnal  tears,  and  I  must  fear  with  the  intention  of 
robbing  her  of  her  precious  honor.  But  I  pulled  him 
up,  and  asked  him  quite  unceremoniously,  with  Paul- 
like undauntedness,  for  which  I  am  ready  to  answer 
before  God  and  man,  '  Are  these  the  doctrines  which 
I  gave  your  worship  when  I  was  your  private  tutor? 
Shall  a  Christian  fall  on  his  knees  after  such  a  fashion  ? 
Fie,  Monsieur  von  Meyern  !  fie,  Monsieur  von  Meyern ! ' 
And  hereupon  the  Schulrath  worked  himself  up  again  into 
the  most  terrible  wrath,  and  strode  up  and  down  the  room 
with  his  hands  stuck  deep  into  his  plush-coat  pockets. 

"  Against  such  a  hare  it  is  easy  enough  to  find  a 
scarecrow  and  garden-hedge,"  said  Firmian ;  "  but  how 
does  this  concern  you,  love,  and  why  do  you  weep  so 
bitterly  ?  " 

Her  tears  only  flowed  the  faster ;  whereupon  the 
Schulrath  stuck  his  hands  into  his  sides,  and  said  to  her 
angrily,  "  So,  Mrs.  Advocate  of  the  Poor,  do  my  conso- 
lations to-day  take  such  bad  root  in  you  ?  I  could  neve! 
have  believed  it.  It  seems,  then,  I  have  represented  to 
you  all  in  vain,  when  I  had  the  honor  of  driving  you  over 
here  in  my  carriage  from  Augsburg,  the  great  blessed- 
ness of  the  marriage-state,  and  that  too  before  you  had 
enjoyed  it.  All  my  fiery  description  was  spoken  to  the 
winds,  and  all  I  said  to  you  in  the  carriage,  as  to  how 
blessed  a  spouse  is  in  a  husband,  how  she  must  often- 
times weep  for  very  joy  in  the  possession  of  him,  how 
both  are  only  one  heart  and  one  body,  and  divide  every- 
thing with  one  another,  joy  and  sorrow,  every  mouthful 
of  food,  every  wish,  yes,  even  the  smallest  secret,  —  all 
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this  is  as  if  blown  away  from  you,  and  Schulrath  Stiefel, 
as  I  perceive,  has  made  a  fool  of  himself,  Mistress 
Advocate ! " 

Lenette  put  her  handkerchief  to  her  face,  wiped  her 
eyes  violently  once  or  twice,  cast  on  him  with  forced 
cheerfulness  the  most  friendly  glance,  and  said  with  a 
deep-drawn  sigh,  softly  but  not  with  pain,  nothing  but 
«  Ah ! " 

The  Schulrath  laid  the  tips  of  his  fingers,  like  a  priest, 
on  the  hand  which  hung  by  her  side,  and  said,  — 

"  The  Lord  be  your  Physician  and  Helper  in  all  your 
afflictions ! "  (he  himself  could  now  add  little  else  for 
coming  tears  )  :  "  Amen,  —  that  means  verily,  verily,  so  it 
shall  be." 

He  then  embraced  and  kissed  her  husband  with  great 
warmth,  and  said,  "  Send  to  me,  should  your  endeavors 
be  unavailing  to  comfort  your  dear  wife ;  and  God  sustain 
you  both  !  But  what  brought  me  here  ?  The  review  of 
the  Easter  programme  must  be  completed  by  Wednesday : 
I  am  also  eight  or  more  lines  in  your  debt  for  the  clever 
hits  in  your  last  review." 

But  when  he  was  gone,  Lenette  did  not  remain  as 
much  consoled  as  might  have  been  expected.  She  leaned 
against  the  window,  lost  in  amazement  and  in  deep  but 
desponding  thought. 

In  vain  Firmian  represented  to  her  that  he  should 
never  again  change  his  or  her  present  name ;  and  that 
her  honor  and  marriage  and  love  did  not  depend  on  the 
miserable  letters  of  a  name,  but  on  his  person  and  his 
heart.  She  repressed  her  tears,  but  remained  the  whole 
evening  sad  and  silent. 

Let  no  one  call  our  good  Firmian  too  suspicious,  if, 

vol.  1.  8 
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having  but  just  got  rid  of  one  shipwrecked  sacrilegious 
robber  of  marriage-faith,  the  Yenner,  he  should  now  think 
of  a  volcanic  eruption  which  might  easily  cover  a  wide 
extent  of  his  life  with  stones  and  ashes,  should  his  friend 
Stiefel,  as  it  would  appear,  have  really  fallen  in  love, 
though  innocently,  with  his  Lenette.  His  whole  conduct, 
beginning  with  his  politeness  on  the  wedding-day,  his  fre- 
quent visits,  his  wrath  to-day  against  the  Venner,  and  his 
emotion,  all  made  up  a  connected  picture  of  a  heart-felt, 
growing,  though  righteous  and  unconscious  attachment. 
Whether  or  not  a  spark  had  flown  off  from  it,  and  was 
smouldering  in  the  heart  of  Lenette,  he  could  not  yet  as- 
certain ;  but  notwithstanding  the  uprightness  of  his  friend 
and  of  his  wife,  his  fear,  under  the  present  circumstances, 
could  not  but  be  as  strong  as  his  hope. 

Dear  hero  !  —  do  but  remain  one  !  —  Fate,  as  I  ever 
more  clearly  perceive,  intends  by  degrees  to  fit  together 
the  separate  pieces  into  a  good  drilling-machine  for  boring 
the  diamond  of  thy  stoicism  ;  or  rather  will  constru cf 
cleverly,  little  by  little,  out  of  poverty,  domestic  sorrow, 
lawsuits,  and  jealousy,  a  British  scraping  and  singeing 
machine,  in  order  to  cut  and  burn  away  every  little  false 
thread,  as  on  the  finest  English  cloth.  If  such  be  the 
case,  then  come  out  of  the  press  as  glorious  an  English 
stuff  as  has  ever  been  offered  for  sale  in  the  Leipsic  cloth 
and  book  fair,  and  thou  wilt  shine  ! 
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Conjugal  Partie  a  la  Guerre.  —  Letter  to  the  Hair-fond 
Venner.  —  Self-delusions.  —  Adam's  Wedding  Oration.  — 
Shadow-tracing  and  Over-shadowing. 

~HERE  is  nothing  I  observe  and  note  clown 
with  greater  precision  than  the  two  equinoxes, 
—  the  conjugal  equinox,  when,  after  the  hon- 
eymoon, the  sun  enters  into  the  balance,  and 
the  meteorological  equinox  of  nature  ;  because,  from  the 
state  of  the  weather  in  both  at  this  season,  I  am  enabled 
to  prophesy  in  a  wonderful  manner  what  it  will  be  for  a 
long  period. 

The  most  important  (to  my  mind)  is  the  first  storm, 
both  in  the  spring  and  in  the  married  state  ;  all  the  others 
come  from  the  same  quarter. 

As  soon  as  the  Schulrath  had  quitted  the  house,  the 
Advocate  embraced  his  angry  goddess,  and  overwhelmed 
her  with  all  the  arguments  in  his  power,  —  arguments 
founded  on  eternal  truths,  half-arguments  by  evidence, 
solemn  oaths,  and  logical  deductions ;  in  short,  with 
everything  likely  to  harden  a  man's  own  tenderness  and 
soften  another.  It  was  without  effect.  As  well  might  he 
have  fallen  on  the  neck  of  the  cold  stone  baptismal  angel - 
in  the  principal  church :  it  could  not  have  been  more  cold 
and  silent  than  his  own  angel. 
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Pelzstiefel  was  the  blood-stanching  tourniquet  to  Le- 
nette's  open  streaming  arteries.  By  going  away,  he  had 
taken  the  plaster  *  of  his  tongue  from  her  eyes,  and  they 
now  overflowed  without  measure. 

Siebenkäs  went  several  times  to  the  window  and  into 
his  bed-chamber,  to  conceal  from  her  that  he  was  imi- 
tating her,  and  that  he  sympathized  with  her  grief  in  spite 
of  its  unreasonableness.  It  is  easier  to  bear  and  forgive 
pain  of  which  we  ourselves  have  been  the  cause,  than 
that  which  has  been  occasioned  by  another.  The  fol- 
lowing day  the  atmosphere  of  the  room  was  oppressive 
from  an  unendurable  stillness.  As  this  was  the  first  bed 
in  the  nursery-garden  of  marriage  in  which  were  strewn 
the  pips  of  strife-apples,  no  rustling  of  the  seed  was  as 
yet  heard  in  the  sowing.  Not  in  the  first  quarrel,  but 
only  in  the  fourth,  tenth,  and  ten-thousandth,  can  a  wo- 
man be  silent  with  the  tongue,  and  at  the  same  time  make 
a  noise  with  the  torso,  turn  every  chair  which  she  pushes 
away,  and  every  yarn-winder  which  she  upsets,  into  a 
speaking-machine  and  language-wheel,  and  thus  make  up 
by  the  loudness  of  the  instrumental  music  for  the  pause  in 
the  vocal.  Lenette  Wendeline  did  everything  and  said 
everything  as  softly  as  if  her  liege  lord  had  the  podagra, 
and  were  writhing  with  his  swollen  feet  against  the  trem- 
bling foot-board  of  his  bed. 

On  the  third  day  the  liege  lord  was  vexed,  and  not 
wifhout  reason.  For  my  own  part,  I  candidly  acknowl- 
edge that  I  should  not  mind  quarrelling  violently  with 
my  wife,  if  I  had  one,  and  be  as  willing  to  interchange 
words  (dispute)  with  her,  as  letters  ;    but  one  thing 

*  In  the  original,  "  German  tinder,"  which  is  used  for  stopping  the 
flow  of  blood  from  small  wounds.  —  Tk. 
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would  be  a  matter  of  life  and  death  to  me,  —  a  long, 
gloomy,  tearful  after-sulking,  which,  like  a  sirocco-wind, 
at  last  blows  out  all  a  man's  lights,  thoughts,  and  joys, 
and,  in  the  end,  the  light  of  life  itself.  Thus  a  violent 
storm  in  summer  is  not  unpleasant  to  us,  on  the  contrary, 
rather  refreshing  ;  but  we  cannot  but  rail  at  it  on  account 
of  the  wretched,  gloomy,  wet  weather  that  follows  it,  and 
lasts  for  some  days. 

Siebenkäs  was  the  more  out  of  humor  now,  because 
it  was  the  rarest  thing  in  the  world  for  him  to  be  so. 
Like  the  rest  of  his  profession  who  class  themselves 
among  the  torture-free,  he  had,  by  means  of  Epictetus, 
long  defended  himself  against  the  torture  of  the  soul, 
grief,  in  the  same  manner  as  he  had  defended  the  woman 
accused  of  infanticide  against  another  kind  of  torture. 
The  Jews  believe  that,  after  the  coming  of  the  Messias, 
hell  will  be  pushed  alongside  of  paradise,  in  order  that 
there  may  be  a  larger  dancing-saloon.  Siebenkäs  did 
nothing  during  the  whole  year  but  build  and  fit  his 
torture-chambers  and  schools  of  the  cross  to  the  pleas- 
ure-house of  his  bagatelle,  in  order  to  dance  finer  ballets 
in  them.  He  often  said,  a  small  medal  should  be  given 
to  that  citizen  of  the  state  who  for  three  hundred  and 
sixty-five  days,  five  hours,  forty-eight  minutes,  and  forty- 
five  seconds,  has  neither  snarled  nor  grumbled. 

In  the  year  1785  he  certainly  would  not  have  won  the 
medal.  On  the  third  day,  Saturday,  he  was  so  mad  with 
his  silent  wife,  that  he  was  madder  still  with  the  peace- 
breaker,  Everard.  Indeed,  this  troubadour  and  love-hire- 
ling might  at  any  moment  come  again  into  the  house,  and 
introduce  the  Goddess  Discord  (who  in  Voltaire's  Hen- 
riade  is  of  the  greatest  poetical  service  as  directress  and 
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ambassadress)  into  the  domestic  ballad  of  an  advocate,  in 
the  character  of  machine-goddess,  to  untie  the  conjugal 
knot,  and  to  tie  a  new  one  with  the  Venner.  Siebenkäs 
therefore  wrote  him  the  following  controversial  paper:  — 

"  I  make  bold  to  otfer  in  this  little  memorial  the  follow- 
ing petition  to  your  highborn  lordship. 

"That  your  lordship  would  be  pleased  to  stay  at  home, 
and  no  longer  favor  me  with  your  visits. 

"  Should  your  lordship  be  in  very  great  need  of  a  it  w 
of  my  wife's  curls,  undersigned  offers  to  deliver  thea, 
and  will  cut  them  off.  If  your  lordship  desires  to  estab- 
lish a  jus  cojnpascui,  and  to  practise  venery  in  my  house, 
and  will  come  in  person,  I  shall  be  happy  to  seize  the 
opportunity  of  pulling  out  by  the  roots  (like  monthly 
radishes)  as  many  hairs  from  your  head  with  my  own 
hands  as  will  serve  for  a  souvenir.  At  Nuremberg  I 
often  went  out  to  dine  in  the  neighboring  villages  with  an 
old  noble  cudgeller,*  that  is,  with  an  Informator,  who  by 
tugging  and  plucking  had  collected  out  of  the  silken  hak 
of  three  young  patricians,  during  their  lessons,  a  pretty 
mouse-colored  bag-wig,  which  he  probably  still  wear-. 
He  attended  thus  to  the  cultivation  of  silk,  or  rather, 
he  took  off  the  outer  leaves  of  these  little  heads  that 
his  beams  might  penetrate  better,  to  ripen  the  fruit? 
within,  —  for  the  same  reason  as  we  take  the  leavei 
oft"  vines  in  August. 

"  I  remain,  &c." 

*  So  were  styled,  formerly,  the  overseers  of  the  gymnastic  exercise", 
of  whom  some  few  private  tutors  in  noblemen's  families  are  still  fain  ; 
representatives.  At  that  time  the  tutors  of  the  young  nobility  were 
called  Bubenzuchtmeister  (boy-disciplinarians) ;  and  many  wish  that 
ours,  both  in  and  out  of  the  gymnasia,  at  a  time  when  every  good 
remnant  of  the  spirit  of  chivalry  is  eagerly  sought  after,  might  at  least 
deserve  the  name,  if  they  do  uot  bear  it. 
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It  will  vex  me  if  I  should  fail  to  convince  the  reader 
that  the  Advocate  wrote  this  biting  letter  without  the 
least  bitterness  of  feeling.  He  had  so  often  read  him- 
self into  the  spirit  of  the  still  brilliant  satires  of  the  three 
merry  sages  of  London,  Butler,  Swift,  and  Sterne,  these 
three  bodies  of  the  satirical  giant  Geryon,  or  these  three 
Parcae  of  fools,  that  the  new  member  of  their  society, 
writing  in  their  style,  was  not  conscious  whether  his  letter 
were  biting  or  not.  In  his  enjoyment  of  satire  as  a  work 
of  art,  he  forgot  its  meaning;  yes,  he  even  pardoned  the 
longest  thorns  of  a  stinging  speech  directed  against  him- 
self, in  consideration  of  its  shape  and  form.  I  appeal  to  his 
"Selection  from  the  Devil's  Papers,"  the  satirical  poison- 
bubbles  and  poisonous  thorns  of  which  were  only  in  his 
inkstand  and  his  pen,  i.  e.  in  his  head,  but  not  in  his  heart. 

In  this  place  I  must  beg  my  readers  to  infuse  the  spirit 
of  mildness  into  their  every  tone,  for  our  words  offend 
more  than  our  deeds  ;  but  still  more  into  every  sheet  of 
paper ;  for  verily,  though  your  correspondents  may  long 
since  have  forgiven  you  a  written  "per eat"  yet  if  per- 
chance the  sorrel-leaf  fall  again  into  their  hands,  the  old 
leaven  of  hatred  rises  up  anew :  on  the  other  hand,  you 
may  equally  count  upon  the  eternity  of  a  written  warmth. 
Truly,  though  a  long  cutting  December  wind  had  made 
my  heart  stiff  and  unbending  towards  another,  who  in 
former  times  had  written  me  real  St.  John's  letters,  true 
shepherd  and  shepherdess's  letters,  it  would  be  of  little 
moment ;  for  as  soon  as  I  chanced  to  draw  these  pastoral 
letters  out  of  .my  letter-store  full  of  pocket-books  and 
letter-cases,  the  sight  of  the  beloved  handwriting,  of  the 
welcome  seal,  and  of  the  sweet  words,  and  the  paper 
pleasure-ground  of  so  many  a  rapture,  would  cast  again 
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upon  the  frozen  heart  the  sunshine  of  old  love:  like  a 
flower-cap  when  shone  on,  it  would  open  to  the  days  of 
"  auld  lang  syne,"  and  even  though  it  were  but  yester- 
day that  I  had  been  offended,  all  my  thoughts  would 
say,  "  Ah !  I  have  heretofore  been  too  hard  on  the 
author  (authoress)."  Thus  many  saints  of  the  first  cen- 
tury ejected  devils  from  the  possessed  simply  by  means 
of  letters. 

On  the  Saturday,  Pelzstiefel,  like  a  Jewish  sabbath, 
came  as  if  called  for.  I  have  frequently  remarked  that  a 
guest  has  become  the  paste  and  cement  of  two  quarrelling 
married  halves,  because  shame  and  necessity  have  obliged 
them  to  speak  and  be  friendly  to  one  another,  at  least 
as  long  as  the  guest  was  listening.  Every  married  lord 
should  be  provided  with  one  or  two  guests,  who  might 
come  in  to  relieve  his  sufferings  when  the  mistress  of  the 
house  happened  to  have  the  devil  of  dumbness  in  her 
body ;  for  she  must  talk  at  least  as  long  as  the  gentlemen 
are  present,  and  take  out  of  her  mouth  the  iron  thief- 
apple  of  silence,  which  grows  on  the  same  stalk  as  the 
apple  of  discord. 

The  Schulrath  placed  himself  right  before  Lenette 
Wendeline,  as  though  she  were  his  scholar,  and  asked 
her  if  she  had  borne  the  first  cross  of  her  married  life  as 
patiently  as  a  sister-sufferer  of  Job. 

She  cast  down  her  large  eyes,  and  wound  a  piece  of 
thread  the  length  of  her  finger  on  a  thread  snow-ball, 
and  breathed  deeper.  Her  husband  spoke  for  her:  "I 
was  her  brother  of  the  cross,"  said  he,  "and  bore  the 
cross-bar  of  the  burden:  I  without  grumbling,  sha 
without  grumbling.  In  the  twelfth  century  the  heap 
of  ashes  on  which  Job  had  suffered  was  still  exhibited ; 
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behold,  our  two  chairs  are  such  heaps,  and  are  still  to 
be  seen." 

"  Good  woman  ! "  said  Stiefel,  in  the  softest  pianis- 
simo of  the  hoarse  creaking  works  of  the  man's  breast ; 
and  he  laid  his  great  white  hand  on  the  dark  raven  hair 
that  flowed  from  her  forehead. 

Siebenkäs  heard  a  manifold  sympathetic  echo  of  these 
words  in  his  own  soul ;  and  he  placed  his  arm  round 
Lenette's  shoulders,  who  was  blushing  with  delight  at 
the  condescending  friendliness  of  the  man  in  office.  Sie- 
benkäs pressed  her  softly  to  his  right  side,  and  said : 

"  Verily  she  is  good ;  she  is  gentle,  and  still,  and 
patient,  and  but  too  industrious.  If  the  whole  arriere 
ban  of  hell  had  not  marched  against  our  summer-house 
of  bliss,  in  the  shape  of  the  Yenner,  to  unroof  it,  Mr. 
Schulrath,  we  had  long  lived  in  it  with  joy,  until  far  into 
the  winter  of  our  years ;  for  my  Lenette  is  good,  too 
good  for  me  and  many  others." 

Here  Stiefel,  much  moved,  encircled  her  hand,  which 
contained  the  ball  of  thread,  at  the  seat  of  the  pulse,  with 
his  five  fingers,  —  for  her  husband  held  the  empty  one ; 
and  as  the  balsam  for  our  griefs,  whose  great  drops  she 
could  not  wipe  away  on  account  of  her  imprisoned  hands, 
trickled  quivering  from  her  downcast  eyes  upon  her 
cheeks,  it  made  the  hearts  of  the  men  infinitely  soft; 
besides  which,  her  husband  could  never  praise  any  one 
long  without  overflowing  eyes. 

"  Oh  !  she  should  live  so  comfortably  with  me,"  con- 
tinned  he  more  hastily,  "  but  my  mother's  property  has 
been  taken  from  me  so  cruelly ;  and  even  without  the 
inheritance  I  could  still  have  made  her  happy.  We  had 
no  quarrel,  not  a  single  sad  moment,  —  had  we,  Lenette  ? 
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—  nothing  but  peace  and  love  until  the  Venner  came  I 
He  has  taken  much  from  us." 

The  Schulrath  lifted  up  his  fist  in  wrath,  and  said, 
striking  the  air,  "  Thou  child  of  hell !  thou  robber-chief 
and  pirate  !  thou  silken  Catiline,  and  plotter  of  mischief! 
does  it  ever  cross  thy  mind  that  thou  wilt  have  to 
answer  for  this  and  thy  other  tricks  ?  —  Mr.  Advocate 
of  the  Poor,  so  much  at  least  I  demand  of  you,  that 
if  ever  again  he  should  solicit  hair,  you  will  drag  him 
out  by  his  own,  or  strike  this  fur-maggot,  as  you  call  him, 
with  a  boot-jack  over  the  shoulders,  and  squeeze  his  hand 
with  pincers ;  in  a  word,  I  will  not  endure  him  any  longer 
here." 

In  order  to  cool  his  own  and  the  other's  feelings,  Sie- 
benkäs took  this  opportunity  of  informing  him  that  hfl 
had  already  taken  the  proper  steps,  and  had  forwarded 
to  the  Vernier  the  requisite  inhibitor  tales.  Pelzstiefel 
chuckled  joyfully,  and  nodded  approvingly  with  his  head ; 
for  though,  in  his  estimation,  a  high  and  mighty  govern- 
ment was  Christ's  viceroy,  a  count  a  demigod,  and  an 
emperor  a  whole  god,  yet  a  single  deadly  sin  committed 
by  any  one  of  them  was  sufficient  to  cost  him  all  his 
veneration  and  friendship  ;  and  against  a  blunder  in  Lat- 
in, even  though  it  had  come  out  of  a  crowned  and  golden 
head,  he  would  without  hesitation  have  girded  up  his  loins 
for  warfare  on  the  battle-field  of  a  whole  Easter  pro- 
gramme. The  man  of  the  world  maintains  an  upright 
carriage  and  a  crooked  soul ;  the  scholar  often  possesses 
neither  the  one  nor  the  other. 

The  last  clouds  cleared  away  from  Lenette's  soul  as 
soon  as  she  heard  that  a  paper-barrier  and  chevaux  de 
/rise  had  been  set  up  at  her  chamber-door  against  the 
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Venner.  "  Now  then  he  fleeth  from  me,  —  God  the  Sav- 
iour be  praised !  He  lieth  and  deceiveth  everywhere," 
said  Lenette.  (In  saying  this,  Lenette  again  used  the 
old  Lutheran  forms  now  in  disuse.*) 

"  That  is  a  blundering  manner  of  speaking,  Mrs.  Ad- 
vocate of  the  Poor ;  for  the  irregular  verbs,  which,  as 
verba  anomala,  do  not  follow  the  usual  rule  in  the  imper- 
fecta, are  yet  by  all  good  German  grammarians  regularly 
inflected  in  the  prcesens  ;  only  poets  make  exceptions,  as 
they  do,  alas  !  in  everything." 

"  Do  leave  my  good  Augsburger  her  Lutheran  inflec- 
tions," said  Siebenkäs.  "  She  really  touches  me  with  her 
irregular  verbs ;  they  are  the  Schmalcaldian  articles  of 
the  Augsburg  confession." 

Lenette  drew  down  her  husband's  ear  in  a  friendly 
manner  to  her  mouth,  and  said,  "  What  shall  I  cook  for 
supper  to-night  ?  But  you  might  as  well  have  told  the 
gentleman  that  I  meant  well  in  speaking  so.  And  do  ask 
the  clerical  gentleman,  my  dear  Firmian,  when  I  am  out 
of  the  room,  whether  our  marriage  is  really  sanctioned  by 
the  Holy  Scriptures." 

He  asked  immediately.  Pelzstiefel  answered  slowly : 
u  If  one  were  simply  to  consider  the  example  of  Leah, 
who,  under  the  false  name  of  Rachel,  wTas  introduced  to 
Jacob  even  on  the  marriage-night,  and  whose  marriage 
nevertheless  is  looked  upon  as  valid  in  the  Bible,  that  in 
itself  would  be  sufficient  authority ;  but  is  it  names  or 
bodies  that  exchange  rings  ?  and  can  the  object  of  mar- 
riage be  attained  by  a  name  ?  " 

*  Lenctte's  old  expressions  for  "fleeth,"  "lieth,"  "deceiveth,"  — 
fleucht^  letiyt,  treugt,  instead  of  fliegt,  liegt,  trügt, —  cannot  be  ren- 
dered into  English.  —  Tr. 
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A  face  glowing  with  mildness  was  lifted  up  to  him, 
and  an  eye  beaming  with  modest  cheerfulness  was  Le- 
nette's  answer  to  his  question,  and  her  thanks  for  his 
consistorial  decision. 

She  went  into  the  kitchen,  but  continually  returned 
to  the  table  where  the  two  men  were  sitting  to  snuff  the 
candle,  which  no  one  in  the  room  except  the  Advocate 
and  myself  will  interpret  into  an  attraction  and  feeling 
of  gratitude  towards  Stiefel ;  but  the  Schulrath  always 
took  away  the  snuffers  from  her,  maintaining  that  it  was 
his  duty,  not  hers. 

Siebenkäs  clearly  perceived  that  the  two  satellites  or 
eyeballs  of  Stiefel  continually  revolved  round  his  Ura- 
nus (Lenette)  ;  but  he  did  not  grudge  the  Latin  knight 
this  age  of  chivalry  sweetened  by  a  Dulcinea ;  and,  like 
the  generality  of  men,  more  easily  forgave  a  rival  than  a 
faithless  woman,  —  unlike  women,  who  always  hate  the 
female  rival  more  than  the  faithless  lover.  He  was  well 
aware,  besides,  that  Stiefel  himself  did  not  know  what  he 
desired, -or  whom  he  loved,  and  that  he  reviewed  scho 
liasts  and  authors  much  more  readily  than  himself.  For 
instance,  the  Schulrath  considered  his  anger  official  zeal, 
his  pride  official  dignity,  his  life  a  daily  dying,  his  pas- 
sions weaknesses  ;  and  at  this  very  moment  he  mistook 
his  love  for  Lenette  for  a  general  love  of  humanity. 

Lenette's  fidelity  was  firmly  arched  by  the  key-stone 
of  religion ;  nor  had  the  sacred  church-dome  settled 
in  the  least  by  the  shock  it  had  received  from  the 
Venner. 

The  postman  now  -waddled  up  stairs,  and  with  the 
following  letter  froin  Leibgeber  hung  a  constellation  in 
the  peaceful  family  sky. 
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"  Baireuth,  21st  September,  1785. 

"  My  dear  brother,  and  cousin,  and  uncle,  and  father, 
and  son,  —  The  two  ears  and  chambers  of  your  heart  are 
my  whole  genealogical  tree  ;  wherein  you  resemble  Adam, 
who,  when  he  went  out  walking,  carried  with  him  the 
whole  future  race  of  his  relations,  and  his  long  line  of 
successors  (which  even  yet  is  not  all  drawn  out  and 
unwound),  until  he  became  a  father,  and  his  wife  bore  a 
child.  Would  to  God  I  had  been  the  first  Adam  !  .  .  . 
Siebenkäs,  I  adjure  you,  let  me  follow  up  this  thought 
as  though  I  were  crazed  ;  and  don't  expect  another  word 
in  this  letter  except  such  as  may  assist  in  painting  my 
portrait  as  the  first  father  of  mankind. 

"  Those  scholars  misunderstand  me  greatly  who  may 
suppose  that  I  wish  to  be  Adam,  because,  according  to 
Putfendorf  and  many  others,  the  whole  earth  would  then 
belong  to  me  of  right,  —  like  a  European  possession  in 
the  India  of  the  universe,  —  as  my  patrimonium*  Petri, 
Pauli,  Jadce,  inasmuch  as  I,  the  only  Adam  and  man, 
consequently  as  the  first  and  last  universal  monarch 
(though  as  yet  without  subjects),  could  and  might  lay 
claim  to  the  whole  earth.  The  pope,  as  holy  father, 
though  not  as  first  father,  may  think  of  such  things  ;  or 
rather,  he  did  think  about  them  centuries  ago,  when  he 
appointed  himself  guardian  and  heir  of  all  the  lands  in- 
corporated into  the  earth ;  nay,  and  did  not  even  blush 
to  pile  upon  his  earthly  crown  yet  two  others,  —  a 
heavenly  crown  and  a  crown  of  hell. 

"  How  little  I  desire !  my  sole  motive  for  wishing  to 
have  been  the  old  and  oldest  Adam  is,  that  on  my  mar- 
riage-evening I  might  have  walked  up  and  down  with 
Eve  outside  the  espalier  of  Paradise,  in  our  green  honey- 
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moon  aprons  and  skins,  and  have  held  a  Hebrew  wed- 
ding-oration to  the  mother  of  mankind. 

"  Before  I  begin  my  speech,  I  must  preface  with  the 
remark,  that  before  my  fall  the  extraordinarily  felicitous 
idea  suggested  itself  to  me  of  noting  down  the  cream  of 
my  omniscience ;  for,  in  my  state  of  innocence,  I  pos- 
sessed a  knowledge  of  all  the  arts  and  sciences,  universal 
as  well  as  scholastic  history,  the  several  penal  and  other 
codes  of  law,  and  all  the  old  dead  languages,  as  well 
as  the  living :  I  was,  as  it  were,  a  living  Pindus  and 
Pegasus,  a  movable  lodge  of  sublime  light,  a  royal 
literary  society,  a  pocket-seat  of  the  Muses,  and  a  short 
golden  siede  de  Louis  XIV.  With  the  understanding  I 
then  possessed,  it  was  therefore  less  to  be  wondered  at, 
than  to  be  considered  as  a  piece  of  good  luck,  that  in  my 
leisure  moments  I  consigned  the  best  of  my  omniscience 
to  paper;  so  that  when  I  afterwards  fell,  and  became 
silly,  I  had  extracts,  or  a  resume,  of  my  former  knowl- 
edge at  hand,  to  which  I  was  enabled  to  fefer. 

" '  Virgin,'  thus,  beyond  the  gates  of  Paradise,  did  1 
begin  my  discourse,  — i  Virgin,  we  are  indeed  the  first 
parents,  and  have  a  mind  to  beget  other  parents ;  but 
you  think  of  nothing,  as  long  as  you  can  only  stick  your 
spoon  into  a  forbidden  mess  of  apple  sweetmeat. 

" 6  I,  as  man  and  protoplast,  reflect  and  ponder ;  and 
to-day,  as  I  walk  up  and  down,  I  will  be  the  marriage- 
priest  and  preacher  (I  wish  I  had  begotten  another  for 
this  purpose)  at  our  holy  ceremony,  and  represent  to  you 
and  myself,  in  a  short  wedding-discourse,  the  grounds  of 
doubt  and  decision,  the  rationes  dubitandi  and  decidendi 
of  the  protoplasts,  or  first  married  pair  (i.  e.  myself  and 
thee),  in  the  act  of  reflecting  and  considering  ;  and,  more- 
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over,  how  they  consider,  in  the  first  Pars,  the  grounds  and 
reasons  not  to  fructify  the  earth,  but  this  very  day  to  emi- 
grate, the  one  into  the  old,  the  other  into  the  new  world ; 
and,  in  the  second  Pars,  the  reasons  nevertheless  to  leave 
it  alone,  and  to  marry  ;  whereupon  a  short  elench,  or  usus 
epanorthoticus,  shall  appear  and  conclude  the  night. 

Pars  I. 

" '  Pious  hearer !  such  as  thou  now  beholdest  me  in 
my  sheep-skin,  full  of  earnest  and  deep  thought,  I  am 
nevertheless  full,  not  so  much  of  follies  as  of  fools,  be- 
tween whom  a  wise  man  is  occasionally  inserted  by  way 
of  a  parenthesis.  It  is  true,  I  am  small  of  stature,*  and 
the  ocean  rose  some  way  above  my  ankles,  and  wet  my 
new  wild-beast  skin  ;  but,  by  heaven  !  I  walk  up  and 
down  here,  girded  with  a  seed-bag,  containing  the  seeds 
of  all  nations,  and  I  carry  the  repertorium  and  treas- 
ury-chest of  the  whole  human  race,  a  little  world,  and 
an  orbis  pictus,  before  me,  as  pedlers  carry  their  open 
warehouse  on  their  stomach-;  for  Bonnet,  who  lives 
within  me,  when  he  comes  forth,  will  seat  himself  down 
at  his  writing-desk,  and  show  that  all  things  are  com- 
prised one  within  the  other,  one  parenthesis  or  box 
within  the  other  ;  that  the  son  is  contained  in  the  father, 
both  in  the  grandfather,  and  consequently  in  the  great- 
grandfather both  the  grandfather  and  his  insertions  lie 
waiting  ;  in  the  great-great-grandfather  the  great-grand- 
father with  the  insertion  of  the  insertion,  and  with  all 

*  The  French  academician,  Nicolas  Henrion,  stretched  out  Adam 
to  the  length  of  123  feet,  9  inches;  Heram,  118  feet,  9|  inches.  The 
above  is  related  by  the  Rabbis,  viz.  that  Adam,  after  the  fall,  ran 
through  the  ocean:  vide  the  4th  Bibl.  Disc,  of  Saurin. 
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his  episodes,  and  so  on.  Are  not  all  religious  sects  — 
for  I  cannot  make  myself  too  intelligible  to  thee,  beloved 
bride  —  incorporated  in  thy  bridegroom  here  present, 
and  with  the  exception  of  the  Preadamites,  even  the 
Adamites,*  —  all  giants,  the  great  Christopher  himself, 
—  the  people  of  all  nations,  all  the  ship-loads  of  negroes 
destined  for  America,  and  the  red-marked  packages, 
among  which  is  the  Anspach  and  Baireuth  soldiery,  be- 
spoken by  the  English  ?  When  you  contemplate  my 
interior,  Eve,  do  I  not  stand  before  you  as  a  living  street 
of  Jews,  a  Louvre  of  governors  and  kings,  all  of  whom  I 
can  beget  if  I  please,  supposing  I  am  not  decided  to  the 
contrary  by  this  first  Pars?  You  must  admire  me, 
though  at  the  same  time  you  may  laugh,  if  you  look  at 
me  attentively,  and,  placing  your  hand  upon  your  shoul- 
der, just  consider :  Here  in  this  man  and  protoplast  lie 
side  by  side,  without  quarrelling,  all  the  faculties,  and 
the  whole  race  of  man,  —  all  the  schools  of  philosophy, 
sewing-schools,  and  spinning-schools  ;  the  best  and  most 
ancient  princely  houses,  though  not  yet  cleanly  picked 
out  from  the  common  ships'  companies  ;  the  whole  free 
imperial  order  of  knighthood,  though  still  packed  up  with 
their  vassals,  cottiers,  and  tenants ;  convents  of  nuns, 
bound  up  with  convents  of  monks ;  barracks,  and  county- 
deputies,  not  to  mention  the  ecclesiastical  chapters  of 
provosts,  deacons,  priors,  sub-priors,  and  canons  !  What 
a  man  and  Anak !  wilt  thou  say.  Right,  dear  one,  so  I 
am  indeed  !  I  am,  in  fact,  the  nest-dollar  of  the  whole 
human  cabinet  of  coins ;  the  tribunal  of  all  the  courts  of 
justice,  which  are,  moreover,  all  full  without  the  absence 
of  a  single  member ;  the  living  corpus  juris  of  all 
*  The  well-known  sect  which  went  naked  to  church. 
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civilians,  canonists,  feudalists,  and  publicists.  Have  I 
not  Meusel's  learned  Germany,  and  Jöcher's  learned 
school-lexicon,  complete  within  me  ?  and,  more  than  that, 
Jöcher  and  Meusel  in  person,  not  to  speak  of  supple- 
mentary volumes  ? 

" '  I  should  like  to  show  you  Cain.  Supposing  I  am 
persuaded  by  the  second  Pars,  he  would  be  our  first 
seedling  and  tendril,  our  prince  of  Wales,  of  Calabria, 
of  Asturia,  and  of  the  Brazils.  If  he  were  transparent, 
as  I  believe,  you  would  see  how  everything  fits  in  him, 
one  within  the  other,  like  beer-glasses,  —  all  cecumenic 
councils,  and  inquisitions,  and  propaganda,  and  the  Devil 
and  his  grandmother.  But,  lovely  one,  you  did  not  note 
down  any  of  your  scientia  media  before  your  fall,  as  I 
did,  and  consequently  you  gaze  into  futurity  as  blind  as  a 
beetle ;  but  I,  who  see  through  it  quite  clearly,  perceive 
by  my  chrestomathy  that,  if  I  really  avail  myself  of  my 
Blumenbach's  nisus  formativus,  and  cast  to-day  a  few 
protoplastic  glances  into  the^W  luxandce  coxce,  or  primce 
noctis,*  I  shall  not  beget  ten  fools,  like  another  person, 
but  whole  billions  of  tens,  and  the  units  besides,  when 
one  thinks  of  all  the  arrant  Bohemians,  Parisians,  in- 
habitants of  Vienna,  Leipsic,  Baireuth,  Hof,  Dublin, 
Kuhschnappel  (together  with  their  wives  and  daughters), 
who  will  come  into  life  through  me ;  amongst  whom 
there  are  always  a  million  for  every  five  hundred  who 
neither  listen  to  reason  nor  possess  it.  Duenna,  as  yet 
you  know  but  little  of  mankind  ;  you  only  know  two, 
for  the  snake  is  not  one ;  but  I  know  what  I  am  about, 
and  that  with  my  limhus  infantum  I  shall  at  the  same 

*  Literally  the  "  first  night,"  because,  according  to  many  scholars, 
Eve  became  the  fruit-thief  on  the  very  morning  of  her  creation. 
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time  open  a  bedlam.  By  heaven  !  I  tremble  and  groan 
when  I  take  but  a  cursory  glance  between  the  leaves  of 
the  course  of  centuries,  and  see  nothing  there  but  stains 
of  blood  and  patchwork  quodlibels  of  fools;  when  I 
think  of  the  trouble  it  will  cost  before  an  age  learns  to 
write  a  legible  hand  as  good  as  that  of  an  elephant's 
trunk  or  of  a  minister,  —  before  poor  humanity  has  passed 
through  preparatory  schools,  and  hedge-schools,  and  pri- 
vate French  governesses,  and  can  enter  with  honor  the 
Latin  lyceum,  royal  and  jesuit  schools,  —  before  it  can 
attend  the  fencing-school,  the  dancing-floor,  a  drawing 
academy,  and  a  dogmaticnm  and  clinicum.  The  Devil ! 
it  makes  me  hot  only  to  think  of  it!  It  is  true  nobody 
will  call  you  the  brood-hen  of  the  future  flight  of  star- 
lings, the  cod-fish  spawner,  wherein  Leuwenhock  counts 
nine  millions  and  a  half  of  stock-fish  eggs  ;  it  will  not  be 
laid  at  your  door,  my  little  Eve  ;  but  your  husband  will 
bear  all  the  blame.  He  ought  to  have  been  wiser,  pec* 
pie  will  say,  and  rather  not  have  begotten  anything  at 
all  than  such  a  rabble  as  the  greater  number  of  these 
robbers  are ;  such,  for  instance,  as  the  crowned  emperors 
on  the  Roman  throne,  and  also  the  vicegerents  on  the 
Roman  chair ;  the  former  of  whom  will  name  themselves 
after  Antoninus  and  Caesar,  the  latter  after  Christ  and 
Peter,  and  amongst  whom  may  be  found  some  whose 
throne  is  a  Lüneburg-chair  of  torture  for  humanity,  and 
a  birth-chair  of  the  scaffold,  if  it.  be  not  indeed  a  Place 
de  Greve  reversed,  serving  at  one  and  the  same  time  a^ 
a  place  of  execution  for  the  mass,  and  of  pleasure  for 
the  individual.*    I  shall  also  have  Borgia,  Pizarro,  St. 

*  It  seems  almost  emblematic  of  the  incorporation  of  the  fierce 
earnest  tiger  and  the  playful  ape,  that  the  Place  de  Greve  in  Paris  is 
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Domenico,  and  Potemkin,  brought  up  against  me;  and 
even  granting  that  I  could  free  myself  from  the  reproach 
of  these  black  exceptions,  I  must  nevertheless  concede 
(and  anti-Adams  will  take  hold  of  it  utiliter)  that  my 
descendants  and  colonists  cannot  exist  half  an  hour 
without  either  thinking  or  committing  some  folly;  that 
in  their  giant  war  of  passions  they  never  establish  a 
peace,  seldom  a  truce ;  that  the  chief  fault  of  man  con- 
sists in  his  having  so  many  little  faults  that  his  con- 
science scarcely  serves  him  for  anything  else  but  to  hate 
his  neighbor,  and  to  have  a  morbid  sensitiveness  for  the 
faults  of  others- ;  that  he  will  never  part  with  his  evil 
habits  until  he  is  on  his  death-bed,  alongside  which  is 
pushed  a  confessional,  much  as  children  are  made  to  go 
to  stool  before  they  are  put  to  bed ;  that  he  learns  and 
loves  the  language  of  virtue,  while  he  shows  enmity  to 
the  virtuous,  —  resembling  in  this  the  citizens  of  London, 
who  hate  the  French,  while  they  keep  French  masters  to 
learn  their  language.  Eve,  Eve  !  we  shall  gain  little 
honor  by  our  marriage.  According  to  the  fundamental 
text,  Adam  signifies  red  earth ;  and  verily  my  cheeks  will 
be  entirely  composed  thereof,  and  blush  when  I  think 
of  the  inexpressible  and  uninterrupted  vanity  and  self- 
conceit  of  our  great-grandchildren,  —  a  vanity  growing 
with  every  century.  No  one  will  pull  his  own  nose 
but  he  who  shaves  himself;  the  high  nobility  will  burn 

at  once  the  place  of  execution  for  criminals,  and  the  pleasure-ground 
for  the  public  festivals;  that  on  one  and  the  same  spot  a  king's  assas- 
sin is  torn  asunder  by  horses,  and  a  king's  fete  is  celebrated  by  the 
citizens ;  and  that  the  fire-wheels  of  the  victims  broken  on  the  wheel 
and  the  fire-wheels  of  the  fire-works  play  together  in  close  fellowship. 
Horrible  contrasts !  which  we  must  not  accumulate,  lest  we  fall  into 
the  error  of  those  who  have  given  occasion  for  this  rebuke. 
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the  family-escutcheon  at  the  door  of  their  secret  cham- 
bers, and  interweave  the  cruppers  of  their  horses  into 
their  initials ;  reviewers  will  set  themselves  above  the 
authors,  the  latter  above  the  former  ;  the  Heimlicher 
von  Blaise  will  present  his  hand  for  the  orphan's  kiss ; 
the  ladies  theirs  to  every  one;  and  the  highest  wifl 
kiss  the  hem  of  the  embroidered  garment.  Eve,  I  had 
barely  finished  writing  down  my  prophetic  extracts  of 
the  world's  history  up  to  the  sixth  millenary,  when  you 
bit  into  the  apple  under  the  tree  ;  and  I,  like  an  ass,  fol- 
lowed your  example,  and  then  everything  escaped  me. 
God  knows  what  may  be  the  semblance  of  the  male  and 
female  fools  of  the  other  millenaries.  Virgin !  wilt  thou 
now  use  the  sternocleidomastoideum,  as  Sömmering  calls 
the  nod  of  the  head,  and  therewith  say  thy  yea,  when  I 
ask  thee,  Wilt  thou  have  this  marriage-preacher  to  thy 
wedded  lord  and  husband  ? 

"  *  You  will  answer,  without  doubt,  We  will  at  least 
listen  to  the  second  Pars,  wherein  the  affair  is  consid- 
ered in  another  point  of  view :  and  truly,  pious  reader,  we 
had  almost  forgotten  to  proceed  to 

Pars  II. 

and  together  to  weigh  the  grounds  which  induce  proto- 
plasts and  first  parents  to  be  such  and  to  marry,  serving 
Destiny  in  the  capacity  of  sewing  and  spinning  machines 
of  linseed  and  hemp,  of  flax  and  tow,  which  she  may 
wind  in  infinite  coils  and  net-work  round  the  earthly 
sphere.  My  chief  motive,  and  I  hope  thine  also,  is  my 
conception  of  the  last  day;  for  in  case  we  two  become 
the  entrepreneurs  of  the  human  race,  I  shall  behold  all 
my  descendants  steaming  up  on  the  last  day  from  the 
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calcined  earth  into  the  nearest  neighboring  planet,  and 
arranging  themselves  in  order  for  the  last  review  ;  and  in 
this  blessed  harvest  of  children  and  grandchildren  I  shall 
meet  some  who  are  gifted  with  understanding,  and  with 
whom  one  can  exchange  a  word  or  two,  —  men  whose 
whole  life  passed  under  a  thunder-cloud,  and  who  lost  it 
in  a  storm,  as,  according  to  the  belief  of  the  Romans,  the 
favorites  of  the  gods  were  struck  dead  by  lightning,  — 
men  who,  nevertheless,  neither  bound  their  eyes  nor  their 
ears  in  the  tempest.  Furthermore,  I  behold  there  the 
four  glorious  heathen  evangelists,  Socrates,  Cato,  Epic- 
tetus,  and  Antoninus,  who  went  about  to  every  house 
applying  their  throats,  like  the  pipes  of  fire-engines  200 
feet  in  length,  to  every  damnable  conflagration  of  the  pas- 
sions, and  extinguishing  them  with  the  best  and  purest 
alpine  water.  In  short,  we  shall,  if  we  so  please,  be  —  I 
the  grandpapa,  and  you  the  grandmamma,  of  the  most 
excellent  people.  I  tell  thee,  Eve,  it  is  noted  down  here 
in  my  tracts  and  collectanea,  black  upon  white,  that  I  shall 
be  the  forefather,  the  ancestor,  the  Bethlehem,  and  plastic 
nature  of  an  Aristotle,  a  Plato,  a  Shakespeare,  Newton, 
Rousseau,  Goethe,  Kant,  and  Leibnitz,  besides  others  who 
are  still  cleverer  than  their  protoplast'  himself.  Eve  ! 
thou  acting  and  important  member  of  this  present  fruit- 
beaiing  society,  or  productive  class  in  the  state,  consisting 
of  you  and  the  wedding-orator,  I  swear  to  you  that  I  shall 
enjoy  an  hour  of  some  blissful  eternities  when  I  stand 
upon  the  neighboring  planet,  and  cast  my  eyes  flightily 
over  the  circle  of  classic  and  new-born  men,  and  then 
kneel  down  in  rapture  upon  the  satellite  and  exclaim, 
I  Good  morning,  my  children  ! ' 

"  Ye  Jews  formerly  had  the  habit  of  uttering  an  ejacu- 
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latory  prayer  when  ye  met  a  wise  man  ;  but  what  prayer 
can  I  utter  long  enough,  when  I  behold  at  one  glance 
all  the  wise  men  and  members  of  faculties,  all  of  them, 
moreover,  my  relations,  who,  in  spite  of  the  wolfish  hun- 
ger of  the  passions,  yet  knew  how  to  renounce  the  for- 
bidden apple  and  pear  and  ananas,  and  who,  in  theif 
thirst  after  truth,  committed  no  garden-robbery  from 
the  tree  of  knowledge,  like  their  first  parents,  wfad 
seized  the  forbidden  fruit  though  they  felt  no  hunge*, 
and  attacked  the  tree  of  knowledge  although  they  al- 
ready possessed  all  knowledge,  excepting  that  of  the 
snake's  nature.  Then  I  shall  rise  from  the  ground,  and 
rush  among  the  crowd  of  my  descendants,  and  fall  on 
the  bosom  of  one  chosen  one,  and  throw  my  arms  round 
him,  and  say,  '  Thou  true,  good,  contented,  gentle  son, 
if,  in  the  second  Pars  of  my  wedding-discourse,  I  could 
have  shown  my  Eve,  the  queen-mother  of  the  present 
swarm  of  bees  around  us,  none  other  but  thee,  sitting  ta 
thy  breeding-cell,  verily  the  woman  would  have  taken  it 
to  heart,  and  listened  to  reason ' :  and  the  true  good  son 
art  thou,  Siebenkäs ;  and  thou  wilt  ever  lie  on  the  rough 
hairy  breast  of 

"  Thy  Friend. 

"  Postscript  and  clausula  salutaris. 
"I  beg  you  will  not  take  this,  my  merry  ball  and 
witches'  dance  on  the  rubbishy  paper,  amiss,  in  spite  of 
your'  being,  alas !  an  infinitesimal  part  of  the  German 
race,  and  as  such,  therefore,  one  who  can  neither  en- 
dure nor  comprehend  such  a  dance  of  ideas.  This  is  my 
reason  for  not  publishing  anything  for  the  German  un- 
wieldiness ;  but  I  throw  whole  sheets  spawned  full  of 
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such  little  playful  idea-fishes,  not  into  the  press,  but  into 
that  place  where  such  works  only  arrive  in  their  old  age, 
on  account  of  their  first  exercising  their  right  of  transit 
through  the  bookseller's  shop. 

"  I  was  eight  days  in  Hof,  and  am  now  living  privately 
at  Baireuth  ;  in  both  towns  I  cut  out  faces,  that  is, 
strangers'  profiles  :  but  most  of  the  heads  which  sat  or 
stood  to  my  paper-scissors  opined  that  all  was  not  right 
in  mine.  Pray  write  me  the  truth  of  the  thing,  for  it  is 
not  a  matter  of  indifference  to  'me  ;  since,  should  it  really 
be  the  case  that,  as  I  have  said,  I  am  not  quite  right 
in  my  mind,  I  should  be  impeded  not  only  in  executing 
testaments,  but  in  other  civil  functions.  I  conclude  with 
a  thousand  greetings  and  kisses  to  your  pious  and  lovely 
Lenette,  and  compliments  to  Mr.  Schulrath  Stiefel,  to- 
gether with  a  query  whether  he  be  not  distantly  related 
lo  the  Magister  Stiefel,  rector  of  Holzdorf  and  Lochau 
near  Wittenberg,  who  prophesied  (and  methinks  errone- 
ously) that  the  end  of  the  world  would  take  place  early, 
at  eight  o'clock  on  the  first  morning  of  the  year  1533, 
and,  after  all,  only  lived  to  meet  his  own  end.  I  also 
enclose  for  you  both,  and  for  the  Advertiser,  two  pro- 
grammes, —  one  of  Professor  Lang,  of  this  place ;  con- 
cerning the  Superintendent-General  of  Baireuth ;  and 
the  other  of  Dr.  Frank  of  Pavia. 

"  A  charming  girl  —  full  of  power,  and  wit,  and  soul  — 
dwells  here  in  the  Sun  Hotel ;  she  in  the  front  rooms,  I 
in  the  back.  I  and  my  face  please  her  inexpressibly, 
which  I  can  readily  believe,  being  so  like  you,  and  only 
distinguished  by  halting  with  one  foot.  With  beauties, 
therefore,  I  only  boast  of  my  own  weakness  and  of  my  re- 
semblance to  you.    If  I  have  been  well  informed,  the  lady 
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is  a  poor  niece  of  the  old  uncle  with  the  broken  glass  wig, 
who  has  placed  her  out  to  be  educated  at  his  expense  for 
a  marriage  with  some  Kuhschnappler  of  rank.  It  may 
be  that  the  bill  of  lading  will  soon  send  her  to  you  as 
bridegroom's  ware.  So  far  my  oldest  news  ;  the  newttt 
may  still  become,  viz.  yourself  to  me  at  Baireuth,  when 
I  and  the  spring  return  there  together,  (for  the  day  after 
to-morrow  I  am  going  far  away  to  meet  it  in  Italy,)  and 
we,  i.  e.  I  and  the  spring,  so  beautify  the  world  in  com- 
mon, that  you  will  certainly  be  happy  in  Baireuth ;  so 
much  to  be  admired  are  its  houses  and  mountains.  Fare 
thee  somewhat  well!" 

Hereupon  every  one  declared  that  the  Kuhschnappler 
of  rank,  for  whom  the  Heimlicher's  niece  was  studying 
could  be  no  other  than  the  Venner  Rosa,  who  was  about 
to  use  the  little  stump  that  was  left  of  his  burnt-down 
heart  (which  had  hitherto  burned  to  kindle  the  hearts  of 
the  whole  female  world,  much  in  the  same  way  as  thfi 
general  candle  of  the  host  serves  to  kindle  the  heads  of  a 
tobacco-smoking  world)  as  a  bridal  torch,  with  which  to 
conduct  his  bride  to  his  home. 

Since  three  heavens  were  contained  in  the  letter  —  for 
the  wife  a  compliment,  for  Pelzstiefel  the  programmes, 
and  the  letter  itself  for  the  Advocate  —  it  would  not  at 
all  have  surprised  me  if  the  gifted  trefoil  and  terzett  had 
danced  for  joy.  The  Schulrath,  intoxicated  with  delight, 
for  his  joyous  blood  easily  mounted  into  his  sober  head, 
spread  the  works  out  upon  the  table,  on  which  the  checked 
table-cloth  was  already  laid,  and  cut  up  and  greedily  de- 
voured the  three  printed  dishes  and  literary  petits  soupers 
on  his  pewter  plate,  before  prayers,  until  the  request  to 
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siav  reminded  him  to  be  gone.  But  on  taking  leave  he 
begged  for  a  new  profile  of  Lenette,  —  as  the  fee  for  his 
trouble  in  having  been  the  tribunal  and  mediator  between 
them,  or  the  alkali  serving  to  combine  his  oil  and  her 
water.  He  had  unfortunately  put  the  old  portrait  —  cut 
out  and  presented  to  him  by  Leibgeber,  and  which  the 
letter  had  recalled  to  his  mind  —  into  his  dressing-gown 
pocket,  and  sent  it  together  with  the  latter,  which  was  of 
a  similar  hue,  to  the  wash. 

"  It  shall  be  launched  from  the  stocks  this  very  day," 
said  Siebenkäs. 

On  taking  leave  of  the  married  pair,  the  Schulrath, 
who  saw  in  Lenette's  face  that  she  now  wore  a  softer  wed- 
ding-ring on  her  ring-finger,  and  who  took  credit  to  him- 
self for  having  filed  it  so  as  to  fit  easkr,  and  padded  it 
with  silk,  said  joyously,  as  he  shook  her  oy  the  hand,  — 

"  It  will  give  me  pleasure  to  come  as  often  as  the  least 
thing  occurs,  you  charming  people." 

Lenette  answered,  "  Yes,  come  very  often  "  ;  but'  Sie- 
benkäs added,  "  Still  oftener." 

But  afterwards  it  almost  seemed  as  if  the  ring  pinched 
again ;  and  it  must  surprise  the  pupils  of  the  philosophi- 
cal faculties,  who  study  psychology,  that  at  supper  the 
Advocate  spoke  little  to  his  wife,  and  she  little  to  him. 
But  the  reason  was,  that  Leibgeber's  letter  lay  near  the 
bread-plate  in  lieu  of  white  bread;  and  a  warm  friend 
beamed  from  Baireuth  on  his  soul  across  the  far  foggy 
darkness.  Their  first  meeting  in  the  future  floated  en- 
chantingly  before  his  longing  fancy.  Hope  let  down  her 
purifying  light  into  the  damp  mephitic  pit  in  which  he 
was  now  panting  and  digging ;  and  the  future  spring  rose 
bright  and  high  in  the  distance,  like  a  minster-tower  illu- 
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urinated  with  lamps,  and  sent  its  beams  through  the  murky 

night  At  last  he  came  again  to  himself,  i.  e. 

to  his  wife.  The  vigorous  image  of  Leibgeber  had  also 
served  to  lift  him  over  the  sharp  stony  present  of  circum- 
stances. The  old  friend  who  had  cut  out  the  portrait  of 
his  wife  aloft  in  the  choir,  and  who  had  afterwards  spent 
the  first  week  of  the  honeymoon  with  him,  threw  over 
him  a  chain  of  flowers,  and  drew  him  by  it  to  the  silent 
figure  at  his  side. 

"  Well,  dearest  Lenette,  how  are  you  ?  "  said  he,  wak- 
ing up,  and  taking  his  pacified  wife  by  the  hand.  But 
Lenette  had  the  womanly  foible,  that  is,  habit,  of  disguis- 
ing her  reconciliation  even  after  her  anger  was  past,  —  at 
least  of  deferring  it,  and  proposing  a  re-examination  of 
the  acts  after  p^don  has  been  solicited,  and  honorable 
amends  made  tor  a  fault.  Very  few  married  women 
(maidens  more  readily)  offer  their  hands  at  once  to  a  man 
and  say,  "  I  am  good  again."  Wendeline  indeed  offered 
hers,  but  too  coldly,  and  drew  it  hastily  back  again  to 
take  the  table-cloth,  which  she  begged  him  to  help  her 
fold  üp  for  the  press.  He  did  so,  smiling.  She  \\ 
very  particular  in  seeing  to  the  exact  quartering  of  the 
white  parallelogram.  At  length,  at  the  last  and  thickest 
square,  her  husband  held  it  fast ;  she  pulled,  and  tried  to 
Ipok  very  grave  ;  he  looked  at  her  lovingly  ;  she  was 
obliged  to  smile,  and  then  he  snatched  away  the  cloth 
from  her,  pressed  it  quickly  on  her  bosom,  and  himself 
along  with  it. 

"  Rogue,"  said  he,  holding  her  in  his  arms,  "  how  cm 
you  behave  so  to  the  old  fellow  Siebenkäs,  or  whatever 
he  may  be  called  ?  " 

And  now  the  rainbow  of  a  brighter  life  arched  over 
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the  ebbing  deluge,  which  had  already  risen  up  to  the 
hearts  of  the  married  pair  ;  but  in  sooth,  ye  dear  ones, 
rainbows  at  this  season  often  denote  the  opposite  of  that 
which  was  promised  by  the  first. 

The  reward  he  adjudged  his  queen  for  this  rose-feast 
of  the  heart,  was  the  humble  request  that  she  would 
allow  him  to  take  the  profile  of  her  sweet  face,  that  he 
might  give  it  to-morrow,  and  pleasure  along  with  it,  to 
Pelzstiefel. 

It  is  now  my  intention  to  sketch  a  profile  of  his  profile- 
making  for  persons  of  taste.  But  I  make  this  condition, 
—  that  they  are  not  to  expect  a  pen  to  be  a  paint-brush, 
or  a  paint-brush  a  graver's  style,  or  a  style  a  flower- 
stamen  which  creates  one  generation  of  lilies  and  roses 
after  another.  The  Advocate  borrowed  a  profile-board 
from  the  cobbler  Fecht,  —  that  is  to  say,  the  facade  of  a 
new  pigeon-house.  The  shoulder  of  Lenette  fitted  into 
the  oval  doorway  like  a  knife  into  its  sheath  ;  and  a  sheet 
of  white  paper  being  nailed  on  the  board  as  ground,  her 
pretty  glowing  head  was  pressed  against  the  stiff  paper. 
With  great  forbearance  he  rested  the  pencil  against  the 
forehead ;  and  difficult  as  it  was  to  catch  the  shadow  in 
such  close  propinquity  to  the  reality,  he  drew  it  down  the 
beautiful  flowery  declivity  of  roses  and  lilies.  But  he 
made  but  a  poor  job  of  it,  though  the  back  of  the  head 
was  said  to  be  pretty  well  drawn  ;  he  was  always  looking 
askance  at  the  bright  breathing  surface  near  his  hand,  and 
in  consequence  drew  as  ill  as  a  work-box  painter. 

"  Wendeline,  your  head  is  not  still  a  moment,"  said  he. 

Sure  enough,  her  head,  like  the  nerves  of  her  brain, 
trembled  from  the  quicker  motion  of  her  heart  and 
breath ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  his  pencil  stumbled  over 
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the  softly  swelling  bas-relief  of  her  nose,  fell  into  the 
cleft  of  the  lip,  and  wrecked  on  the  shallows  of  her  chin. 
He  kissed  the  lips  which  he  could  not  copy,  and  which 
were  always  either  too  wide  apart  or  too  closely  shut, 
and,  fetching  a  shaving-mirror,  he  said  to  her :  "  There, 
look  ;  have  you  not  more  faces  than  Janus  or  an  Indian 
god  ?  The  Schulrath  will  think  you  were  making  faces, 
and  that  I  had  copied  them.  Look !  there  you  moved, 
and  I  pursued  you  with  a  chamois-leap ;  and  now  the 
upper  part  of  the  face  projects  over  the  lower,  like  a 
half-mask  :  only  think  how  the  Schulrath  will  stare  to- 
morrow ! " 

"  Dear  one,  only  try  once  more ;  I  will  do  anything 
that  it  may  look  pretty,"  said  Lenette,  blushing. 

She  now  stiffened  her  neck,  and  pressed  her  soft  face 
firmly  against  the  board  ;  but  while  her  husband  was  glid- 
ing down  the  forehead  with  his  instrument,  he  heard  her 
endeavor  tremblingly  to  repress  her  breathing,  and  per- 
ceived that  her  face  was  glowing  with  the  effort.  All 
at  once  a  suspicion,  like  an  exploding  fire-ship,  struck  hard 
fragments  of  his  joy  against  his  heart,  —  the  suspicion. 
"  Ah,  may  she  not  perhaps  really  love  him  ?  "  viz.  the 
Schulrath.  His  pencil  stuck  fast  in  the  obtuse  angle  be- 
tween forehead  and  nose,  as  if  bewitched  ;  he  now  plain- 
ly heard  her  trembling  exhalation  ;  his  instrument  drew 
sharp  furrows  down  the  edge  of  the  profile  ;  and  when 
he  paused  at  the  closed  mouth  on  which,  üp  to  this  time, 
nothing  warm  had  reposed  but  his  own,  and  her  morning 
prayers,  and  the  thought  arose  in  his  mind,  "This  too 
will  happen  to  me,  —  this  joy  too  will  be  taken  from  me, 
—  and  shall  I  here  with  my  own  hands  draw  up  my 
Uriah-letter  or  bill  of  divorce  ? "  he  could  proceed  no 


CHAPTER  IV. 


197 


farther,  but,  pushing  away  the  board  from  her  shoulder, 
fell  upon  her  closed  lips,  kissed  away  the  imprisoned  sigh, 
pressed  his  suspicion  to  death  between  his  own  bosom 
and  hers,  and  said  again  and  again,  "  To-morrow,  Le- 
nette  !  Be  not  angry  with  me.  Art  thou  no  longer  the 
same  as  at  Augsburg  ?  Dost  thou  understand  me  ?  Dost 
thou  know  what  I  mean  ?  " 

She  answered  innocently,  "  Ah  !  you  will  be  vexed 
with  me,  Firmian  ;  but  I  really  don't  know." 

And  the  Goddess  of  Peace  took  the  poppy-garland 
from  the  God  of  Sleep,  and  twined  it  into  her  olive- 
wreath,  and  led  the  crowned  and  reconciled  pair,  hand 
in  hand,  into  the  glistening  ice-fields  of  dreams,  into  the 
magical  sombre-painted  background  of  the  bright-colored 
day,  into  our  camera-obscura,  full  of  the  moving  picture* 
of  a  diminished  world,  where  man,  like  his  Creator,  dwells 
alone  with  his  creatures. 
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Broom  and  Brush  as  Implements  of  Passion. — Importance 
of  an  Author.  —  Dispute  about  Candle-snuffing.  —  The 
Pewter  Cupboard.  —  Home-need  and  Home-pleasure. 

ATHOLICS  reckon  fifteen  mysteries  in  the 
life  of  Christ :  five  joyful,  five  painful,  and 
five  glorious  mysteries.  I  have  carefully 
followed  my  hero  through  the  five  joyful 
ones,  which  the  Linden  honeymoon  of  marriage  has  to 
relate,  and  arrive  with  him  now  at  the  five  painful  ones 
by  which,  in  most  marriages,  the  train  of  mysteries  is 
concluded.  I  hope  his  marriage  may  likewise  present 
five  glorious  ones. 

In  the  first  edition  of  my  work  I  commenced  this  chap- 
ter with  the  foregping  sentence  with  as  little  concern  as 
though  it  were  quite  true;  but  a  second  revised  edition 
requires  that  I  should  add,  that  the  above-mentioned  fit- 
teen  mysteries  have  not  succeeded  one  another  like  steps 
and  pedigree,  but  have  become  mixed  up  together,  like 
good  and  bad  cards ;  yet  even  in  these  shufflings  of  life 
pleasure  overbalances  pain  at  least  in  its  duration,  even 
as  the  earth  itself  has  outlived  many  last  days,  and  in 
consequence  has  thereafter  enjoyed  an  equal  number  of 
springs,  or  lesser  creation-days. 
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I  mention  this  purposely,  that  I  may  relieve  many  a 
poor  rogue  of  a  reader  from  the  fear  that  he  is  now  about 
to  have  a  whole  volume  of  tears  to  wade  through,  part  of 
which  he  reads,  and  part  sheds  himself.  That  author  is 
a  different  sort  of  a  being  from  myself,  who,  like  a  true 
rattlesnake,  can  look  upon  many  thousand  enchanted 
persons  unquietly  and  anxiously  trembling  before  him, 
until  he  please  to  devour  them. 

When  Siebenkäs  awoke  in  the  morning,  he  imme- 
diately banished  the  devil  of  matrimony  and  jealousy  to 
all  the  other  devils ;  for  sleep  soothes  and  arrests  the 
fever-pulse  of  the  soul,  and  its  grains  are  the  quinine 
for  the  cold  fit  of  hate,  as  well  as  for  the  hot  fever  of 
love. 

He  laid  aside  the  profile-board,  and  with  the  panto- 
graph took,  on  a  smaller  scale,  a  true  copy  of  yesterday's 
free  translation  of  the  Egelkraut  face,  which  he  black- 
ened secundum  artem.  When  it  was  finished,  a  tender 
feeling  to  his  wife  prompted  him  to  say,  — 

"  We  will  send  him  the  profile  to-day ;  it  will  be  some 
time  before  he  comes  to  fetch  it  himself." 

"  Yes,"  answered  she,  "  not  until  Wednesday,  and  he 
will  have  forgotten  it  by  that  time." 

"  And  yet,"  said  Siebenkäs,  "  to  bring  him  here  sooner 
I  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  send  him  the  trinity-dollar  of 
1679  to  purchase;  and  he  will  not  send  me  a  farthing, 
but  will  bring  the  money  for  the  dollar  in  person,  as  he 
always  has  done  for  any  of  the  coins  in  Leibgeber's 
cabinet." 

"  Or  rather,"  said  Lenette,  "  let  us  send  him  the  dollar 
and  the  portrait  together,  and  then  he  will  have  still  more 
pleasure." 


200    FLOWER,  FRUIT,  AND  THORN  PIECES. 

"  More  pleasure,  from  which  ?  "  he  asked. 

She  did  not  know  how  to  reply  to  his  silly  question,  as 
to  whether  it  would  give  him  most  pleasure  to  receive  the 
blackened  or  the  stamped  face,  and  answered  in  her  di- 
lemma :  "  Well,  for  the  things,  of  course." 

He  forbore  to  ask  her  any  further  questions. 

But  the  only  answer  the  Schulrath  returned  was,  that 
he  could  not  contain  himself  for  joy  at  the  splendid  pres- 
ents, and  would  come  at  the  close  of  the  following  week, 
at  latest,  to  thank  them  in  person,  and  to  settle  accounts 
wTith  the  Advocate.  The  little  that  was  sour  in  the 
thoughtless  answer  of  the  careless  and  too  joyful  Schul- 
rath  was  not  sweetened  by  the  entrance  of  the  beadle  of 
the  Inheritance-office,  who  delivered  to  the  Advocate  the 
reply,  or  first  link  in  the  defence  of  the  accused  Heim- 
licher von  Blaise,  which  was  merely  a  petition  for  three 
weeks'  postponement  of  the  cause,  —  a  favor  which  had 
been  readily  granted  him. 

As  his  own  Advocate  of  the  Poor,  Siebenkäs  indeed 
cherished  the  hope  that  the  promised  land  of  the  inherit- 
ance, in  which  milk  and  honey  would  flow  over  his  gold 
sand,  would  be  conquered  by  his  children  long  after  lie 
himself  had  died  on  his  way  thither  —  in  the  juridical 
wilderness ;  for  justice  loves  to  reward  the  children  and 
the  children's  children  for  the  virtues  and  rights  of  their 
fathers  ;  but,  in  the  mean  time,  it  was  certainly  rather 
inconvenient  to  have  nothing  to  live  upon  during  his  own 
lifetime,  for  it  was  impossible  that  he  could  subsist  any 
longer  on  the  trinity-dollar  (for  which  Stiefel  had  not 
even  paid  him),  or  upon  the  only  remaining  queue-ducat 
in  the  treasury-chest  bequeathed  to  him  by  Leibgeber, 
for  the  purpose  of  carrying  on  operations  of  war  against 
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the  Heimlicher :  this  gold  piece  and  the  aforesaid  silver 
piece  being,  though  I  have  hitherto  refrained  from  men- 
tioning it,  all  that  was  left  of  Leibgeber's  Saviour's-purse, 
on  which,  indeed,  no  one  but  a  follower  of  the  Saviour 
could  have  managed  to  exist.  My  silence,  up  to  this 
moment,  on  the  subject  of  the  diminution  of  the  cabinet 
of  coins,  must  be  again  taken  as  a  proof  of  my  desire  to 
spare  my  reader  everything  disagreeable,  whenever  it  is 
in  my  power  to  do  so. 

"  0,  I  will  soon  manage  matters,"  said  Siebenkäs 
quite  merrily  ;  and  he  set  himself  to  work  to-day  more 
diligently  than  usual  at  his  writing-desk,  in .  order  that, 
by  his  "  Selection  from  the  Devil's  Papers,"  he  might  the 
sooner  direct  a  considerable  stream  of  wealth  into  his 
house.  But  now  another  sort  of  purgatory-fire,  which  I 
have  been  unwilling  to  speak  of  before,  was  kindled  and 
blown  into  a  flame  around  him,  and  he  had  sat  roasting 
in  it  since  the  day  before  yesterday.  Lenette  is  the  cook, 
and  his  writing-table  the  gridiron.  During  the  mute 
quarrel  of  the  preceding  days,  he  had  unfortunately  be- 
come accustomed  to  listen  attentively  to  Lenette  while  he 
was  writing  the  "  Selection  from  the  Devil's  Papers  *  : 
this  confused  bis  thoughts,  and  the  slightest  step,  every 
little  shock,  affected  him,  as  though  he  were  suffering 
from  chiragra  or  hydrophobia,  and  continually  stifled  one 
or  two  good  young  thoughts  in  their  birth, — just  as  a 
louder  noise  causes  the  death  of  a  brood  of  canary-birds 
and  of  silk-worms. 

At  first  he  kept  his  feelings  under  tolerable  control ; 
he  reflected  that  his  wife  was  obliged  to  move  about,  and 
so  long  as  she  had  not  an  abstract  body  and  abstract  fur- 
niture to  handle,  it  would  be  impossible  for  her  to  glide 
9# 
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along  the  room  as  noiselessly  as  a  sunbeam,  or  her  in- 
visible good  and  bad  angels  behind  her  ;  but  whilst  he 
was  thus  internally  listening  to  this  good  cours  de  morale 
and  collegium  pietatis,  he  quite  lost  both  his  satirical  con- 
ceptions and  the  context,  and  went  on  writing  much  more 
flatly. 

However,  on  the  morning  after  the  profile-evening,  on 
which  their  souls  had  shaken  hands  with  each  other  and 
renewed  the  royal  alliance  of  love,  he  felt  he  could  go  to 
work  more  openly,  and  when,  instead  of  profiles,  he  had 
nothing  to  paint  black  but  originals,  that  is,  when  he  was 
about  to  work  in  his  satirical  charcoal-hut,  he  previously 
observed  to  his  wife  :  "  If  possible,  Lenette,  don't  make 
much  noise  to-day ;  it  disturbs  me  in  my  labors  for  the 
press." 

•  "  I  thought  you  could  scarcely  hear  me,"  answered  she, 
"  I  glide  about  so  gently." 

After  a  man  has  sown  his  wild  oats  in  the  years  of  hil 
youth,  he  has  still  every  year  to  get  over  a  few  weeks  and 
days  of  folly.  Verily  Siebenkäs  made  the  above-men- 
tioned request  in  a  foolish  moment;  for  he  had  now 
burdened  himself  with  the  task  of  watching,  during  the 
whole  time  he  was  thinking,  what  Lenette  would  do  after 
receiving  the  petition. 

She  tripped  over  the  boards  of  the  room  and  the  web 
of  her  household  wrork  with  light  spider's  feet,  for  she 
had  not  contradicted  with  the  intention  of  resisting,  like 
other  women,  but  simply  for  the  sake  of  contradiction. 
Siebenkäs  was  forced  to  be  very  much  on  the  alert  to 
hear  her  hands  or  feet,  but  he  succeeded  nevertheless, 
and  little  of  what  passed  escaped  his  attention.  When  wt! 
are  not  asleep  we  pay  more  attention  to  slight  noises  than 
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to  loud  ones :  the  author  now  listened  to  her  every  move- 
ment, his  ear  and  soul  were  linked  to  her,  counted  her 
steps,  followed  her  wherever  she  went,  —  in  short,  he  was 
obliged  to  break  off  suddenly,  jump  up  in  the  midst  of 
the  satire  entitled  "  The  Nobleman  with  the  Ague,"  and 
call  out  to  his  creeping  partner,  "  I  have  been  listening 
for  hours  to  this  tiresome  tripping.  I  had  rather  you 
would  trot  about  with  two  loud  sandals  shod  with  iron 
for  beating  time,*  than  walk  so :  pray  go  on  as  usual,  best 
one." 

She  obeyed,  and  went  about  as  much  as  possible  in  her 
usual  manner.  As  he  had  abolished  the  loud  walk  and 
the  quiet  walk,  so  also  it  would  have  gratified  him  to 
have  done  away  with  the  middle  walk ;  but  a  man  never 
•  likes  to  contradict  himself  twice  on  the  same  morning ; 
he  contented  himself,  therefore,  with  begging  her  in  the 
evening  to  walk  in  stockings  during  the  time  he  was 
engaged  in  writing,  particularly  as  the  floor  was  cooling 
to  the  feet.  "  Indeed,  now  that  I  am  occupied  all  the 
forenoon  in  working  for  bread,"  added  he,  "  it  would  be 
as  well,  perhaps,  if  you  were  to  confine  yourself  to  such 
household  labors  as  are  absolutely  necessary." 

On  the  morrow  he  sat  in  judgment  on  everything  that 
was  going  on  behind  him,  (continuing  to  write,  however, 
at  the  same  time,  but  always  worse  and  worse,)  and  ex- 
amined one  thing  after  the  other,  in-order  to  decide 
whether  or  not  it  had  the  free-pass  of  necessity.  The 
writing  martyr  endured  much  with  tolerable  fortitude ; 
but  when  Wendeline  went  into  the  bedroom,  and  swept 
the  straw  under  the  green  marriage  torus  with  a  long 
broom,  this  last  cross  was  too  heavy  for  his  shoulders ; 
*  The  musicians  of  the  ancients  wore  such  sandals. 
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besides,  he  bad  read  yesterday  in  an  old  journal  of  natural 
history,  that  the  theologian,  Johann  Pechmann,  could  not 
endure  the  sound  of  a  broom,  that  the  rustling  of  a  broom 
almost  took  away  his  breath,  and  that  he  had  once  fairly 
taken  to  his  heels  and  run  away  from  a  street-sw'eep  who 
chanced  "to  push  against  him.  Such  reading  had  the 
effect  of  making  him  more  attentive  to  a  similar  case, 
and  at  the  same  time  more  intolerant.  Without  rising 
from  his  seat,  he  called  out  to  the  domestic  sweep  in  the 
bed-chamber :  "  Lenette,  pray  don't  scratch  and  scrape 
with  that  broom;  it  prevents  me  from  thinking.  There 
was  once  an  old  clergyman,  named  Pechmann,  who 
would  rather  have  been  condemned  to  sweep  the  street! 
of  Vienna  himself  than  to  hear  them  swept;  yes,  who 
would  even  have  preferred  a  flogging  with  the  birch 
to  its  horrid  whetting  and  grinding  noise  ;  and  do  you 
think  I  can  have  one  sensible  thought,  fit  to  appear  before 
the  compositor  and  printer,  in  the  neighborhood  of  this 
house-broom  ?    Only  think  a  little  of  this,  Lenette." 

Lenette  did  now  what  every  good  wife  and  her  lapdog 
would  have  done  in  her  place.  She  became  quiet  by 
degrees ;  at  last  she  even  dismissed  the  broom,  and  only 
pushed  three  ears  of  straw  and  some  flue  under  the  bed 
with  the  whisk,  while  her  husband  was  writing  as  loud  as 
she  swept.  Quite  beyond  his  hopes,  the  editor  of  the 
"  Selection  from  the  Devil's  Papers  "  was  fortunate  enough 
to  hear  it ;  whereupon  he  got  up,  went  to  the  bed-cham- 
ber door,  and  called  out :  "  Dearest,  the  hellish  torment 
is  as  great  as  ever,  as  long  as  I  hear  it  at  all.  Even  if 
you  fan  away  the  unfortunate  sweepings  under  the  bed 
with  peacocks'  tails  and  holy-water  sprinkles,  or  blow 
them  away  with  a  pair  of  bellows,  I  and  my  book  must 
pay  for  it,  and  must  necessarily  be  crippled." 
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"  I  have  done  now,"  answered  she. 

Returning  to  his  work  quite  cheerily,  he  resumed  the 
thread  of  the  third  satire,  "  Concerning  the  Five  Mon- 
sters and  their  Receptacles,  on  which  at  first  I  had  in- 
tended to  subsist." 

In  the  mean  time  Lenette  slowly  closed  the  door,  upon 
which  he  concluded  that  there  was  again  something  in  the 
wind  against  him  in  his  Gehenna  and  penitentiary.  He 
therefore  laid  down  his  pen,  and  called  out  across  his 
writing-table :  "  Lenette,  I  can't  exactly  hear  what  it  is, 
but  if  you  are  again  doing  anything  that  I  can't  endure,  I 
beseech  you,  for  God's  sake,  to  let  it  alone  ;  put  an  end 
for  to-day  to  my  school  of  the  cross  and  my  sorrows  o£ 
Werther ;  pray  come  out  and  show  yourself." 

She  answered,  with  a  voice  trembling  from  the  vio- 
lence of  her  exertions :  "  Nothing  ;  I  am  not  doing  any- 
thing." 

He  arose,  and  opened  the  door  of  his  torture-chamber. 
His  wife  was  rubbing  away  with  a  piece  of  gray  flannel, 
scouring  the  green  rails  of  the  bed.  The  author  of  this 
history  once  lay  ill  of  the  small-pox  in  such  a  bed,  and  is 
consequently  well  acquainted  with  its  appearance  ;  but 
if  the  reader  should  not  be  as  well  informed,  he  must 
know  that  such  a  green  slumber-cage  looks  like  a  canary- 
bird's  breeding-cage  magnified,  with  its  two  latticed  fold- 
ing-doors or  portcullis ;  and  that  this  dream-trellis  or 
green-house  is  clumsier,  but  at  the  same  time  healthier, 
than  our  bastille-towers  of  sleep,  thickly  hung  with  cur- 
tains, by  which  we  are  swaddled  up  against  every  breath 
of  fresh  air. 

The  Advocate  of  the  Poor  just  inhaled  about  half  a 
pint  of  bedroom  air,  and  then  be*gan  to  speak  slowly  : 
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"  You  are  sweeping  and  brushing  again,  I  perceive,  and 
yet  you  know  that  I  am  sitting  in  the  other  room  sweat- 
ing and  striving  to  work  for  both,  and  that  I  have  been 
writing  almost  without  a  word  of  sense  for  the  last  hour. 
Heavenly  better-half!  for  God's  sake,  fire  off  all  your 
cartridges  at  once,  and  don't  quite  destroy  me  with  that 
rag." 

Full  of  surprise,  Lenette  answered  :  "  Impossible,  old 
fellow,  that  you  could  have  heard  that "  ;  and  she  went  on 
rubbing  and  polishing  more  briskly  than  ever. 

He  seized  her  hand,  rather  hastily  but  yet  gently,  and 
exclaimed  in  a  louder  tone  of  voice :  "  Up  !  do  you  hear  ? 
It  is  just  that  which  is  my  misfortune,  that  I  can't  hear  it 
in  there,  but  am  obliged  to  imagine  it  all  ;  and  the  con- 
founded thought  of  duster,  brush,  and  broom  supplants 
every  other  good  thought  which  might  have  been  written 
down.  Beloved  angel !  no  one  would  sit  here  and  go  on 
working  more  happily  and  contentedly  than  myself,  if  you 
were  even  to  fire  off  grape-shot  and  howitzers  and  hun- 
dred-pounders behind  me  out  of  these  loop-holes ;  but  I 
cannot  endure  a  gentle  noise." 

He  was  vexed  with  himself  for  this  long  speech,  and,  as 
he  led  her  out  of  the  room  with  her  rag,  continued :  "  It 
seems  to  me  very  hard,  that,  while  I  am  over-exerting  my- 
self to  please  the  reading  world,  my  bed-chamber  should 
be  turned  into  a  baiting-ground,  and  an  author's  bed  into 
a  trench,  from  which  bow-shots  and  other  missiles  are . 
levelled  against  him.  At  midday,  during  dinner,  I  shall 
have  nothing  to  write,  and  then  I  will  speak  to  you  more 
fully  and  reasonably  on  the  subject." 

At  midday,  when  he  was  about  to  bring  forward  the 
grounds  of  his  morning*s  tournament,  he  had  first  to  hold  a 
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prayer-tournament.  In  Nuremberg  and  Kuhschnappel, 
prayer  does  not  signify,  as  among  the  great,  a  particular 
hereditary  office,  or  an  affair  of  mass  in  the  court-chapel, 
but  —  the  ringing  of  the  bells  at  twelve  o'clock.  The 
dining-table  of  our  pair  stood  close  against  the  wall,  and 
was  only  drawn  into  the  centre  of  the  room  for  dinner. 
Now  Siebenkäs,  since  the  day  of  his  marriage,  had  only 
twice  succeeded  in  having  the  table  drawn  forward  (for 
what  women  forget  once,  they  forget  afterwards  a  thou- 
sand times)  before  the  soup-tureen  smoked  upon  it :  he 
might  preach  his  lungs  as  dry  as  the  lungs  of  a  fox,  with 
which  the  former  are  cured,  —  it  was  all  in  vain  ;  they 
continued  to  be  dragged  into  the  middle  of  the  room  to- 
gether, but  without  upsetting  more  of  the  soup  on  the  table- 
cloth than  is  usually  taken  after  a  pill. 

Nor  did  it  this  day  happen  otherwise.  The  husband 
slowly  chewed  the  pill,  upon  which  he  swallowed  the  soup  : 
he  looked  forward,  as  to  the  equinoxes,  with  dread  and 
with  a  long  face  to  all  the  times  when  it  would  be  dragged 
forward  in  future,  and,  at  this  repetition  of  the  soup-liba- 
tion, he  deliberately  fired  off,  but  in  this  wise :  — 

"  Sooth  to  say,  Lenette,  we  live  in  a  good  ship,  for 
seafarers  always  upset  their  soup-plates  by  reason  of  the 
rocking  of  the  vessel,  and  so  it  is  with  you  too :  look 
here  !  On  the  whole,  the  dinner-table  is  all  of  a  piece 
with  the  morning  broom,  and  seconds  it ;  these  two 
conspirators  will  in  the  end  blow  the  light  of  life  out  of 
vom-  husband,  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  express  myself 
strongly." 

After  this  exordium  to  the  sermon  followed,  instead  of 
a  hymn,  the  merry-andrew  of  Kuhschnappel,  He  stepped 
into  the  room,  holding  a  large  sheet  of  paper,  and  invited 
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the  Advocate,  as  honorable  member,  to  the  St.  Andrew's 
shooting-match  on  the  30th  of  November.  We  all  recol- 
lect that  he  had  but  one  piece  of  gold  in  the  house,  the 
queue-ducat ;  nevertheless  Siebenkäs  could  scarcely  cease 
to  be  a  member  of  the  shooting-club  without  signing  his 
own  testimonium  paupertatis  in  face  of  the  whole  town ; 
besides  which,  for  a  good  shot  and  huntsman's  -  son,  like 
himself,  a  shooting-lot  was  nothing  less  than  a  share  in  a 
mine,  or  in  the  East  India  Company  ;  and  if  he  shot  with 
the  rest,  he  might  also,  for  the  first  time,  be  able  to  do 
public  honor  to  his  wife,  which,  as  a  senate-clerk's 
daughter,  she  had  some  right  to  expect. 

But  the  grave  merry-andrew  could  not  be  induced  to 
change  the  strange  queue-ducat,  particularly  as  the  Advo- 
cate had  first  made  it  suspicious,  by  saying :  "  It  is  indeed 
a  genuine  good  tail  and  queue-ducat.  True,  I  do  not 
wear  a  tail  myself ;  but  a  gold  piece  may  very  well  wear 
one,  in  consideration  of  the  Prussian  king,  who  desired  to 
stamp  and  eternalize  his  own  upon  it.  Wife,  call  up  my 
landlord,  the  friseur ;  he  must  know  best  whether  or  not 
it  is  a  queue-ducat,  since  every  day  queues  without  ducats 
pass  through  his  hands." 

The  Kuhsclmappel  pickle-herring  did  not  laugh  at  this 
in  the  least.  The  barber  appeared,  confirmed  the  fact  that 
it  was  a  queue,  and  politely  offered  to  get  it  changed. 
Hair-dressers  can  run  ;  in  five  minutes  he  brought  back 
the  value  of  the  queue  in  silver.  After  the  grave  buffoon 
had  pocketed  the  share  of  the  queue-ducat  which  belonged 
to  him,  all  kinds  of  double  notes  of  interrogation  and  ex- 
clamation were  inscribed. on  Lenette's  face,  and  Siebenkäs 
continued  his  midday  oration. 

"  The  principal  prizes,  Lenette,  for  shooting  the  bird 
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consist  of  pewter  vessels  and  money,  and  for  the  other 
animals  at  which  we  are  to  shoot,  chiefly  of  provisions. 
I  fancy  that  on  St.  Andrew's  day  you  and  I  shall  dine,  not 
only  off  a  new  meat-dish,  but  also  upon  a  fine  fresh  piece 
of  roast  meat,  which,  together  with  the  dish,  if  I  take 
pains,  I  can  shoot  into  your  kitchen.  And  in  general, 
never  fret,  sweet  one,  because  our  money  disappears. 
Only  place  yourself  behind  me  ;  I  am  your  bag  of  earth, 
or  gabion,  or  indeed  your  fortification-trench,  and  with  my 
rifle,  but  more  especially  with  my  inkstand,  I  hope  to 
keep  the  demon  of  poverty  at  some  distance  from  us  until 
my  honest  guardian  pays  me  my  inheritance ;  —  only,  for 
God's  sake,  do  not  disturb  my  industry  by  yours !  Your 
broom  and  rag  have  robbed  me  to-day  of  at  least  sixteen 
dollars  clear ;  for,  if  I  value  one  printer's  sheet  of  my  dev- 
ilish papers  at  eight  imperial  dollars  only,  the  dollar  at 
ninety  kreutzers  (and  that  is  a  low  valuation),  I  should 
have  been  able  to  gain  by  my  compositions  to-day  forty- 
eight  dollars  of  the  place,  had  I  only  written  another  half- 
sheet  in  addition  to  the  printer's  sheet ;  but,  in  the  midst 
of  my  fire,  I  was  obliged  to  say  many  words  to  you  for 
which  I  do  not  receive  any  wages.  You  should  look 
upon  me  as  an  old  fat  spider  which  is  shut  up  in  a  box 
(my  nest  of  a  room  is  no  better),  and  which  in  time  dries 
up  to  a  costly  lump  of  gold,  or  to  a  jewel.  I  have  fre- 
quently told  you  that,  as  often  as  I  dip  my  pen  into  the 
inkstand,  I  draw  out  a  golden  thread,  for  in  the  morning 
hour  I  have  gold  in  my  mouth.*  Now  go  on  eating,  and 
listen  while  I  take  this  opportunity  of.  telling  you  the 
principal  points  in  an  author  which  make  him  valuable, 
and  it  will  give  you  the  key  to  many  things.    In  Suabia, 

*  Prov.  "  Morgenstund  hat  Gold  im  Mund."  —  Tr. 
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Saxony,  and  Pomerania,  there  are  certain  towns  in  which 
meat-appraisers  of  authors  reside,  like  our  old  master- 
butcher  who  lives  in  this  place.  They  are  vulgarly  called 
tasters,*  or  masters  of  taste,  because  they  first  taste  every 
book,  and  afterwards  inform  the  public  whether  they  will 
like  it  or  not.  In  our  anger,  we  of  the  class  autores  often 
call  them  critics  or  reviewers ;  but  for  this  they  might 
cite  us  before  a  court  of  justice  for  libel.  Since  the 
tasters  seldom  write  books  themselves,  they  have  the 
more  leisure  for  looking  over  and  valuing  those  of  others ; 
occasionally,  indeed,  they  write  bad  ones,  and  therefore 
know  immediately  the  look  of  a  bad  book  when  one  comes 
in  their  way.  Some  among  them  become  the  patrons  of 
authors  and  their  books,  for  the  same  reason  as  St.  Nepo- 
muck  is  the  patron  of  bridges,  and  of  those  who  pass  over 
them,  —  because  he  once  fell  from  one  into  the  water. 
Now  as  soon  as  a  book  is  printed,  like  your  hymn-book 
yonder  for  instance,  it  is  sent  round  to  these  gentlemen, 
and  they  look  through  it  to  judge  whether  I  have  written 
clearly  and  legibly  (neither  too  coarse  nor  4oo  fine)  ; 
whether  there  are  not  some  false  letters,  —  a  little  e  in- 
stead of  a  great  E,  or  an  /  instead  of  a  ph  ;  whether  some 
strokes  are  not  too  long,  others  too  short,  and  so  forth  : 
indeed,  they  sometimes  even  venture  to  judge  my  thoughts 
themselves,  but  that  is  not  a  part  of  their  duty.  Now  if 
you  go  on  planing  and  scratching  with  the  besom  behind 
me,  I  shall  make  a  great  many  excessively  stupid  blun- 
ders, which  will  afterwards  be  printed.  This  does  a  man 
very  great  injury,  for  wherever  there  is  a  misprint,  the 
tasters,  with  their  nails  as  long  as  fingers  (those  of  button- 

*  The  beer-police  in  many  towns  are  called  tasters;  they  go  about 
and  taste  the  quality  of  the  beer. 
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makers  are  shorter,  but  not  those  of  Jewish  circumcisers), 
tear  horrible  wounds  and  holes  in  the  most  beautiful  paper 
before  they  give  the  book,  like  the  circumcisers  the  Jew- 
ell ild,  a  name.  Then  they  circulate  a  blotting-paper 
ticket  throughout  the  empire,  —  in  Saxony  and  Pomera- 
nia,  —  Avherein  they  abuse  me  and  give  me  a  bad  name, 
and  publicly  proclaim  me  before  all  the  Suabians  to  be  an 
ass.  God  preserve  me  !  and  for  such  a  flogging  I  should 
have  to  thank  your  birch-broom. 

"  If,  on  the  other  hand,  I  write  excellently  and  legibly, 
and  with  true  understanding  (and  I  may  say,  that  not  a 
single  sheet  among  my  devilish  papers  is  composed  with- 
out sense)  ;  if  I  weigh  well  every  word  and  every  page 
before  I  write  it  down  ;  if  I  jest  upon  this  page,  instruct 
upon  that,  and  please  upon  all ;  let  me  tell  you,  Lenette, 
that  the  tasters  are  gentlemen  who  know  how  to  appre- 
ciate such  things,  and  in  such  a  case  would  not  fail  to 
w  rite  and  circulate  papers,  in  which  the  very  least  they 
could  say  of  me  would  be,  that  I  had  brought  away 
something  from  the  universities,  and  was  therefore  capa- 
ble of  giving  them  something  in  return ;  in  short,  they 
might  say  they  would  never  have  expected  such  things 
from  me,  and  that  I  was  not  without  talent.  Such  praise 
as  that,  Lenette,  when  it  happens  to  fall  to  the  lot  of  a  man, 
reflects  also  some  credit  on  his  wife  :  and  when  the  folks 
in  Augsburg  shall  ask,  '  Where  does  the  celebrated  Sie- 
benkäs reside  ? '  there  will  always  be  people  in  the  Fug- 
gery  to  answer,  'In  Kuhschnappel.  He  married  the 
daughter  of  one  Egelkraut  of  this  place,  a  clerk  of  the 
senate,  and  lives  very  happily  with  her.'  " 

"  How  often,"  answered  she,  "  have  you  not  told  me 
all  this  about  book-making !    The  bookbinder,  too,  tells 
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me  the  same  ;  for  he  has  daily  the  best  books  in 
hands  to  bind." 

This  allusion  to  his  own  repetitions,  though  by  no 
means  intended  as  a  reproach,  was  anything  but  agree- 
able to  him ;  for,  like  a  person  suffering  under  a  slow 
fever,  he  had  hitherto  been  quite  unconscious  of  this  fault. 
Husbands,  even  men  of  genius  and  of  few  words,  in  the 
comfort  and  unreserve  of  their  married  lives,  are  accus- 
tomed to  speak  as  overflowingly  and  without  bounds  with 
their  wives  as  every  one  does  with  himself.  A  man  uses 
repetitions  to  no  one  so  frequently  as  to  himself,  and 
that  without  even  remarking  them,  much  more  counting 
them ;  but  his  wife,  who  is  accustomed  daily  to  hear 
from  her  husband  the  most  clever  and  incomprehensible 
sayings,  does  remark  them,  and  cannot  forget  them,  or 
rather,  she  cannot  avoid  remembering  them  when  they 
recur  so  often. 

The  hair-dresser  unexpectedly  reappeared,  and  brought 
with  him  a  short  fog.  He  said  he  had  been  round  to  all 
the  poor  sinners  in  his  house,  but  had  solicited  the  bald- 
pates  in  vain  for  as  much  advance  of  the  money  due  for 
rent  on  St.  Mariin's  day  next  as  he  required  to  buy  his 
ticket  for  the  shooting-club.  It  was  indeed  natural 
enough  that  the  whole  garrison  should  be  unable  to  pay 
such  a  tribute  full  six  weeks  before  the  term,  because 
few  amongst  them  were  in  condition  to  pay  on  the  term 
itself.  The  Saxon  therefore  came  with  his  petition  to 
the  grandee  of  his  house,  —  to  the  lord  of  the  ducat,  as  he 
styled  the  Advocate.  The  latter  could  not  find  in  his 
heart  to  distress  the  patient  being,  whom  all  the  preced- 
ing "  Nos  "  had  not  put  out  of  temper,  by  a  new  one  ; 
he  and  his  wife  therefore  collected  all  that  remained  of 
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the  ducat  in  small  coin,  and  dismissed  the  joyful  landlord 
with  the  half  of  his  rent,  viz.  three  florins  :  for  themselves 
they  reserving  nothing  but  —  anxiety  as  to  what  light 
they  should  burn  in  the  evening  ;  not  even  two  groschen 
for  half  a  pound  of  candles  remained  in  the  house,  nor 
yet  the  candles  in  natura.  I  cannot  say,  however,  that 
he  waxed  deadly  pale,  or  fainted,  or  even  that  he  went 
distracted  on  the  subject. 

Praise  be  to  every  manly  soul  which  has  drunk  the 
ice-whey  of  stoicism  even  for  half  a  spring,  and  which 
does  not  sink,  like  a  woman's,  lamed  and  frozen  before 
the  cold  spectre  of  poverty.  In  an  age  all  the  better 
sinews  of  which  have  been  cut  asunder,  save  only  the 
universal  one  of  money,  even  the  most  exaggerated  de- 
preciation of  riches  is  nobler  and  more  useful  than  the 
justest  censure  of  poverty ;  for  pasquinades  upon  gold- 
dirt  assure  the  rich  man  that  his  happiness  is  not  de- 
pendent on  his  possessions  ;  and  to  the  poor  man,  for 
bitter  feelings  they  substitute  the  sweetness  of  conquer- 
ing them.  As  it  is,  everything  mean  in  us  —  all  the 
senses,  the  imagination,  and  all  we  look  up  to  as« exam- 
ples —  are  united  panegyrists  of  gold.  Why,  then,  should 
sve  desire  to  deprive  poverty  of  her  just  ally  and  cheva- 
lier d'honneur,  —  philosophy  and  the  beggar's  pride  ? 

The  first  thing  that  Siebenkäs  opened,  instead  of  his 
mouth,  was  the  door,  and  the  pewter-cupboard  in  the 
kitchen  ;  from  the  shelves  of  the  latter  he  lifted  down 
quietly  and  seriously  a  bell-shaped  tureen  and  three  pew- 
ter-plates, and  placed  them  on  a  chair.  Lenette  could 
no  longer  look  on  in  silence  :  she  struck  her  hands  to- 
gether and  said,  in  a  low  voice  of  shame,  "  Merciful 
heaven!  we  are  surely  not  going  to  sell  our  pewter!" 
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"  I  am  only  going  to  turn  it  into  silver,"  said  he  ;  "  as 
princes  get  dollars  from  steeple-bells,  so  we,  too,  can  get 
them  from  bell-dishes.  You  surely  cannot  be  ashamed 
of  turning  miserable  eating-utensils  —  these  animal-coffins 
—  into  fine  coin,  since  Duke  Christian  of  Brunswick, 
anno  1662,  even  turned  a  prince's  silver  coffin  literally 
into  money,  i.  e.  coined  it  into  dollars.  Is  a  plate,  theft 
an  apostle  ?  And  yet  great  princes  have  cut  up  many  an 
apostle,  if  they  only  happened  to  be  of  silver ;  a  Hugo 
of  St.  Karo,  and  others,  dividing  their  works  as  it  were 
into  chapters,  and  verses,  and  legends,  and  sending  them, 
thus  analyzed,  from  the  mint  into  the  whole  world." 

"  Nonsense  !  "  answered  she. 

Some  few  readers  will  add,  "  What  else  is  it  ?  "  To 
such  few  I  should  long  ago  have  excused  the  Advocate 
for  employing  a  style  of  speech  which  Lenette  could  nor 
comprehend. 

He  justified  it  to  himself  sufficiently,  as  he  thought,  by 
maintaining  that  his  wife  always  had  some  remote  con- 
ception of  his  meaning,  even  when  he  selected  the  moat 
learned  technical  terms  and  the  most  choice  allusions,  in 
order  to  practise  his  ear  to  them.  Women,  he  repeated, 
always  catch  a  distant  and  indistinct  glimmering  of  every- 
thing, and  do  not  therefore  waste  the  time  which  may  be 
more  profitably  employed,  in  tediously  investigating  and 
weighing  the  words  that  are  incomprehensible  to  them. 
This  circumstance,  however,  is  somewhat  more  vexatious 
for  the  "  Dictionary  of  Jean  Eaul's  Levana,"  by  Rein- 
hold,  and  partly  for  myself  too.  "  Nonsense  !  "  Lenette 
had  said.  Firmian  only  begged  her  to  take  the  pewter 
into  the  sitting-room,  and  he  would  there  speak  reason- 
ably about  it.    As  wrell  might  he  have  given  his  reasons 
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to  a  human  skin  stuffed  with  hay.  She  reproached  him 
most  with  having  emptied  his  purse  by  contributing  to 
the  shooters'  fund ;  but  this  inspired  him  with  the  best 
rejoinder.  "  An  angel,"  he  said,  "  whispered  to  me  to 
put  in.  On  St.  Andrew's  day  I  can  regain,  and  turn 
back  into  pewter,  everything  that  I  turn  into  silver  to- 
day. To  please  you,  I  will  not  only  keep  the  dishes  and 
plates,  but  every  other  pewter  utensil  which,  as  a  mem- 
ber of  the  shooting-club,  I  may  be  lucky  enough  to  knock 
down;  and  they  shall  be  added  to  the- pewter-cupboard. 
I  frankly  confess  that  my  first  intention  was  to  sell  the 
prizes." 

What  was  to  be  done  ?  In  the  twilight  the  con- 
demned dinner-ware  was  lowered  into  old  Sabel's  (Sa- 
bine's) basket.  She  had  a  reputation,  throughout  the  whole 
imperial  town,  of  carrying  on  this  commission-trade,  in 
addition  to  her  own  special  business,  with  as  discreet  a 
secrecy  as  though  she  was  carrying  on  a  trade  in  stolen 
goods.  "  Nobody,"  she  said,  "  could  ever  get  out  of  me 
to  whom  the  articles  belonged  ;  and  the  late  treasurer,  for 
whom  I  sold  all  that  he  possessed,  often  said  I  might  seek 
in  vain  for  my  equal." 

But  O  ye  poor  married  couple,  of  what  avail  is  this 
Sabbath  to  you,  or  this  descent  of  Christ  into  hell,*  in 
your  antechamber  of  hell !  To-day  the  flames  subside 
a  little,  and  a  cool  sea-breeze  refreshes  you  ;  but  to-mor- 
row, and  the  day  after  to-morrow,  the  old  smoke  and  the 
old  fire  will  again  burst  forth  from  your  hearts.  How- 
ever, I  will  not  put  any  commercial  restriction  upon  your 

*  According  to  the  Rabbis,  the  torments  of  the  damned  are  sus- 
pended on  the  Sabbath;  according  to  Christians,  on  the  day  of  Christ's 
descent  into  hell. 
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pewter-trade  ;  for  although  we  know  for  certain  that  the 
same  hunger  will  return  on  the  morrow,  yet  we  do  not 
amiss  to  drive  it  away  to-day. 

The  next  morning  Siebenkäs  insisted  on  the  most  per- 
fect silence,  because  he  had  already  talked  so  long  on  the 
subject.  The  good  Lenette,  who  was  a  living  washing- 
machine  and  scouring-mill,  and  in  whose  eyes  the  wash- 
ing-bill and  bill  of  fare  partook  somewhat  of  the  nature 
of  a  confessor's  certificate,*  would  sooner  have  givea 
everything  out  of  her  hands  —  even  his  —  rather  than 
the  scrubbing-rag  and  broom.  She  thought  the  obstinacy 
was  all  on  his  side,  whereas,  on  the  contrary,  it  was  hers ; 
since  she  would  stamp  upon  the  bellows  and  rattling  stops, 
and  play  upon  the  organ,  and  make  a  noise  behind  the 
author's  back,  just  in  the  morning  hour,  which  for  him 
had  two  kinds  of  gold  in  his  mouth,  —  that  of  the  golden 
age  and  metallic  gold.  In  the  afternoon  she  might,  if  she 
pleased,  have  pulled  a  register  thirty-two  feet  long :  but 
she  was  not  to  be  turned  from  her  accustomed  course.  A 
woman  is  the  most  inconsistent  compound  of  obstinacy 
and  self-sacrifice  that  I  am  acquainted  with.  She  would 
permit  her  head  to  be  cut  off,  for  the  sake  of  her  hus- 
band, by  the  Parisian  executioners,  but  not  the  hair  upon 
it :  she  can  also  deny  herself  much  for  the  sake  of  others, 
but  nothing  for  her  own  sake  :  for  a  sick  person  she  is 
capable  of  depriving  herself  of  three  nights'  sleep ;  but 
for  the  sake  of  her  own  night's  rest  she  cannot  break  off 
one  minute  sooner  her  nap  out  of  bed.  Though  neither 
spirits  nor  butterflies  have  a  stomach,  they  cannot  pos- 
sibly eat  less  than  a  woman  who  is  going  to  a  ball  or  to 

*  Testimonium  integiitatis,  —  the  testimony  of  a  priest  that  a  be- 
trothed had  never  been  anything  more. 


CHAPTER   V.  217 

the  altar,  or  who  is  cooking  for  guests ;  but  should  the 
doctor  and  her  own  body  be  the  only  just  cause  and 
impediment  why  she  should  not  eat  an  Esau's  mess,  she 
devours  it  directly.  The  self-sacrifice  of  men  shows  it- 
self in  exact  contraries. 

Lenette,  under  the  influence  of  opposing  forces,  —  his 
exhortations  and  her  own  inclinations,  —  endeavored  to 
steer  her  course,  the  woman's  diagonal,  and  devised  the 
religious  interim,  that  is,  the  plan  of  leaving  off  brushing 
and  scouring  as  long  as  he  sat  at  his  writing ;  but  if  he 
chanced  to  step  for  two  minutes  to  the  piano,  to  the 
window,  or  across  the  threshold,  she  immediately  caught 
up  again  the  cleaning  implements  and  polishing  machines 
of  the  room. 

Siebenkäs  soon  became  aware  of  this  wretched  alter- 
nation, this  relieving  of  the  guard  between  his  broom  and 
her  broom ;  and  the  knowledge  that  she  was  lying  in  wait 
and  watching  for  his  every  move  troubled  him  and  his 
ideas  terribly. 

At  first  he  exhibited  very  great-  patience,  as  great  as  a 
husband  ever  possesses,  that  is  to  say,  a  short  one  ;  but 
after  reflecting  for  some  time  in  silence,  that  both  he  and 
the  public  were  mutual  sufferers  by  this  room-cleaning, 
and  that  an  entire  posterity  was  dependent  on  a  broom, 
which  could  work  quite  as  conveniently  in  the  afternoon, 
if  he  only  insisted  on  the  execution  of  the  laws,  all  the 
anger  that  he  had  smothered  suddenly  burst  forth ;  he 
became  quite  mad,  that  is  to  say,  madder  than  he  was  be- 
fore, and,  rushing  up  to  her,  exclaimed :  "  What  the  devil, 
again !  I  have  found  you  out ;  you  are  always  on  the 
watch  for  me  to  get  up  ;  rather  kill  me  at  once  in  mercy  ; 
hunger  and  vexation  will  destroy  me  as  it  is  before 
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Easter.  By  Heaven  !  I  can't  comprehend  it ;  she  sees 
so  clearly  that  my  book  is  our  store-closet,  from  which 
many  a  supply  of  bread  is  to  be  dispensed,  and  yet  she 
holds  my  hand  the  whole  morning,  so  that  I  can  do 
nothing.  I  have  already  been  sitting  ever  so  long  upon 
the  nest,  and  all  I  have  hatched  is  the  sheet  E,  wherein 
I  have  described  the  ascent  of  Justice  into  heaven  (p.  69). 
Lenette  !  ah  Lenette ! " 

"  Whatever  I  do,"  said  she,  "  is  sure  to  be  wrong :  then 
pray  let  me  sweep  the  room  properly  like  other  women." 

She  asked  him  innocently  how  it  happened,  that  he 
was  not  disturbed  by  the  squeaking  inharmonious  progn  n 
of  the  bookbinder's  boy,  who  was  all  day  long  (these  are 
my  words,  not  hers)  playing  voluntaries  and  Alexander's 
Feasts  on  the  child's-fiddle ;  and  why  he  had  been  able 
to  endure  the  late  chimney-sweeping  better  than  ih< 
room-sweeping. 

Being  unable  to  explain  in  a  few  hurried  words  the 
immense  difference  that  existed  between  them,  he  pre- 
ferred getting  angry  again,  and  said :  "  So  I  am  to  make 
you  long  speeches  here  gratis,  while  I  am  losing  yonder 
one  dollar  after  another.  Heavens  !  thunder  and  'ouixK  ! 
the  civil  code  and  the  Roman  pandects  forbid  a  copper- 
smith even  to  enter  a  street  where  a  professor  is  at  work; 
and  shall  my  wife  be  harder  than  an  old  lawgiver,  —  yea, 
even  become  the  coppersmith  herself  ?  See,  Lenette,  I 
will  positively  consult  the  Schulrath  on  the  subject." 

This  threat  was  of  considerable  effect.  The  produce 
of  the  trinity-dollar  actually  arrived  before  the  Schulratl  ; 
an  instance  of  polite  attention  which  no  one  would  hai re 
expected  from  so  learned  and  accomplished  a  gentleman. 
My  readers  will  doubtless  be  as  much  pleased  as  if  they 
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were  Lenette's  husband  to  hear  that  all  this  afternoon 
she  was  an  angel.  The  work  of  her  hands  made  as  little 
noise  as  the  work  of  her  fingers,  or  sewing ;  she  even  put 
off  doing  several  things  that  were  not  absolutely  neces- 
sary, and  accompanied  a  sister-gossip,  who  had  brought  a 
divine  head-dress  to  be  altered,  all  the  way  down-stairs, 
not  so  much  for  the  sake  of  politeness  as  of  discussing 
over  again,  below  stairs,  a  few  more  times,  the  most  impor- 
tant points  already  agreed  upon  between  them ;  and  this, 
with  delicate  consideration,  out  of  the  Advocate's  hearing. 

This  touched  the  old  noise-hunter,  and  took  him  by  his 
weak  and  tender  side,  his  heart.  For  a  long  time  he 
tried  to  find  some  wray  of  thanking  her,  until,  at  last,  he 
discovered  a  new  one. 

"  Listen,  child,"  said  he,  as  he  took  her  hand  with  inex- 
pressible kindness  ;  "  would  it  not  be  acting  like  a  reason- 
able creature  if  I  were  to  decide  on  writing  my  satires  in 
the  evening  ?  that  is,  if  the  husband  were  to  create  when 
the  wife  was  not  washing,  just  fancy  in  anticipation  what 
a'  life  of  nectar  and  ambrosia  it  would  be  !  We  should 
sit  opposite  each  ■  other,  lighted  by  the  same  candle  ;  and 
while  you  were  pricking  with  the  point  of  your  needle,  I 
should  be  pricking  with  the  point  of  my  satire.  The 
artisans  in  the  house  would  have  left  off  hammering,  and 
be  drinking  their  beer ;  cap-bringers  would  not  come  to 
gossip  at  so  late  an  hour ;  and  besides,  as  the  evenings 
will  naturally  be  getting  longer,  my  time  for  composing 
will,  in  consequence,  also  be  lengthened.  "What  think 
you  of  this  ?  or  rather,  what  do  you  say  to  such  a  new 
plan  of  life  ?  And  you  must  take  into  especial  considera- 
tion that  we  are  in  cash  just  now,  and  that  the  trinity- 
dollar  comes  a  propos  to  recoin  us  all." 
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"  0,  most  charming  ! "  answered  she ;  "  and  then  in 
the  morning  I  can  do  everything  as  beseems  a  good 
housewife." 

"  Yes,"  he  added ;  "  in  the  morning  I  can  proceed 
quietly  with  my  writing,  and  resume  in  the  evening  what 
I  left  off  in  the  morning." 

The  evening  of  nectar  and  ambrosia  really  arrived, 
and  was  without  its  parallel  in  all  the  evenings  that  had 
preceded  it.  A  young  married  couple  at  one  table,  with 
one  candle,  seated  opposite  each  other  in  harmless  and 
quiet  occupation,  may  indeed  be  said  to  know  what  hap- 
piness is.  He  was  full  of  conceits  and  kisses,  she  full  of 
smiles ;  and  when  she  handled  the  frying-pan,  no  sound 
fell  upon  his  ear  louder  than  that  made  by  the  plying  of 
her  needle. 

"  When  people,"  said  he,  in  great  delight,  "  earn  double 
wages  by  one  candle,  they  need  not,  as  far  as  I  can 
confine  themselves  to  a  miserable  dip  as  thin  as  a  worm, 
by  which  one  can  see  nothing  but  the  stupid  candle  itself. 
To-morrow  we  will  set  up  a  mould  candle." 

As  I  assume  some  merit  to  myself  in  this  history  for 
selecting  and  communicating  only  events  of  general  inter- 
est and  importance,  I  shall  merely  mention  that  in  the 
evening  the  mould  candle  appeared,  and  kindled  a  feeble 
strife  ;  for  the  Advocate  took  occasion,  on  its  appearance, 
to  bring  forward  again  his  new  theory  of  lighting  candles. 
He  held  the  somewhat  schismatic  belief,  that  every 
candle,  but  particularly  thick  ones,  ought  to  be  lighted 
at  the  thick  instead  of  the  thin  end,  and  that  it  was  fa* 
this  very  purpose  there  were  always  two  wicks  project- 
ing from  every  candle. 

"  In  favor  of  this  law  of  burning,"  he  added,  "  1  ik-cu 
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only  direct  the  attention  of  every  sensible  woman  to  the 
self-evident  fact,  that,  as  a  candle  burns  down,  it  always 
grows  thicker  at  the  lower  extremity, — just  as  consum- 
ing debauchees  are  swollen  out  below  by  fat  and  dropsy. 
Now,  if  a  candle  is  lighted  at  the  top,  the  thin  end,  we 
have  below  an  useless  overflowing  lump  of  tallow,  a 
stump  and  stalk  in  the  candlestick ;  while,  on  the  con- 
trary, by  lighting  the  thick  end  first,  how  beautifully  and 
symmetrically  the  melted  fat  of  the  thicker  half  wraps 
itself  by  degrees  round  the  thinner  one,  feeding  it  as  it 
were  and  giving  it  proportion  !  " 

Lenette  opposed  to  his  reasons  a  forcible  argument, 
Shaftesbury's  touchstone  of  truth,  —  ridicule.  "  Verily," 
said  she,  "  every  one  who  chanced  to  come  in  of  an  even- 
ing, and  saw  my  candle  stuck  topsy-turvy  into  the  candle- 
stick, would  burst  out  laughing,  and  the  wife  would  have 
to  bear  all  the  blame." 

To  close  this  candle-strife,  therefore,  an  agreement  was 
drawn  up  between  them,  wherein  it  was  mutually  estab- 
lished that  he  should  light  his  candle  at  the  bottom,  she 
hers  at  the  top ;  and  with  regard  to  the  common  candle, 
which  was  in  itself  thick  at  the  top,  he  consented  to  en- 
dure the  "  Interim"  viz.  the  false  lighting. 

But  the  Devil,  who  always  blessed  and  crossed  himself 
at  such  things,  managed  to  shuffle  the  cards  in  such  a 
way  that  the  Advocate,  this  very  evening,  chanced  to 
stumble  upon  the  touching  anecdote  of  the  younger 
Pliny's  wife,  who  held  the  lamp  for  her  husband  whilst 
he  was  writing.  Now,  it  came  into  the  Advocate's  head 
that  it  would  be  a  glorious  thing,  and  would  save  him 
from  many  interruptions,  if  Lenette  would  always  snuff 
the  candle  for  him  during  his  joyful  composition  of  the 
selection  from  the  above-mentioned  Devil's  Papers. 
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"  Most  gladly,"  answered  she  ;  and  for  the  first  fifteen 
or  twenty  minutes  everything  went  on  brilliantly. 

But  soon  afterwards  he  beckoned  with  his  chin  side- 
ways towards  the  candle,  as  if  with  his  forefinger,  to 
remind  her  to  snuff  it ;  again,  for  the  same  purpose,  he 
quietly  touched  the  snuffers  with  the  tip  of  his  pen ; 
afterwards,  he  pushed  the  candlestick  slightly  towards 
her,  and  said  gently,  "  The  light !  "  But  the  affair  soon 
became  more  serious,  inasmuch  as  he  began  to  attend 
to  the  obscuration  of  his  paper,  and  was  more  impeded 
than  assisted  in  his  progress  by  the  very  snuffers  from 
which,  in  Lenette's  hand,  he  had  promised  himself  as 
much  advantage  as  Hercules  received  from  crabs'  claws 
in  his  battle  with  the  Hydra. 

The  miserable  meagre  twin  thoughts,  the  snuffers 
and  the  snuff,  danced  impudently  hand  in  hand  up  and 
down  every  letter  of  his  most  biting  satires,  and  ex- 
hibited themselves  before  him.  "  Lenette,"  he  soon 
repeated,  "prithee  amputate  the  stupid  black  stump,  for 
the  benefit  of  both." 

"  Have  I  forgotten  it  ? "  said  she,  and  hastily  snuffed 
the  candle. 

Readers  imbued  with  the  spirit  of  history  —  and  such 
I  should  wish  mine  to  be  —  can  now  plainly  foresee  that 
things  must  naturally  get  more  and  more  out  of  joint. 
In  fact,  he  was  often  obliged  to  control  himself,  and 
wait,  while  he  was  smearing  letters  a  yard  long,  for 
some  benevolent  hand  to  liberate  him  from  the  black 
thorn  of  the  rose  of  light,  until  at  length  he  broke  out 
with  the  word,  "  Snuff !  "  He  rang  the  changes  on  the 
verbs  ;  now  calling  out,  "  Enlighten!"  now,  "  Behead  I 
and  again,  "  Pinch  off!  "  or,  he  sought  agreeable  variety 
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in  other  figures  of  speech,  and  said,  "  Cap  the  candle, 
cap-maker !  "  "There  is  again  a  long  solar  spot  in  our 
sun  !  "  or,  "  A  pleasant  night-light  for  night-thoughts  in 
a  pleasant  Correggio's  night;  in  the  mean  time,  snuff!" 

At  last,  shortly  before  supper-time,  when  the  charcoal 
in  the  flame  had  really  risen  to  a  great  height,  he  drew 
in  half  a  river  full  of  breath,  and  exhaling  it  slowly  drop 
by  drop,  said,  with  grim  mildness  :  "  I  perceive  that  you 
do  not  snuff  and  clip  at  all ;  the  burning  stake  may  grow 
up  to  the  ceiling  for  what  you  care.  Well,  be  it  so.  I 
will  be  candle-snuffer  at  the  theatre  and  chimney-sweep 
myself  until  the  cloth  is  laid ;  but  at  supper  I  will  tell 
you,  like  a  reasonable  man,  all  I  have  to  say." 

"  Do  so,"  said  she,  very  gladly. 

"I  had  certainly  anticipated,"  he  began,  after  she  had 
laid  out  the  supper-table,  placing  two  eggs  before  each 
of  them,  —  "I  had  promised  myself  great  advantage 
from  my  night-work,  because  I  took  for  granted  that 
you  would  always  be  careful  to  snuff  the  candle  at  the 
right  moment.  It  is  so  easy,  particularly  since  a  noble 
Roman  lady  once  even  turned  herself  into  a  candlestick, 
and  held  the  lamp  for  her  noble  husband,  Plinius  junior, 
to  speak  commercially ;  but  as  it  happens,  no  good  comes 
of  it,  for  I  am  not  fortunate  enough  to  be  able  to  write 
under  the  table  with  my  foot,  like  a  person  crippled  in 
the  arms,  nor  yet  to  see  in  the  dark  like  a  cat.  All  the 
benefit  I  now  derive  from  the  candle  is,  that  it  is  turned 
into  an  old  lamp  of  Epictetus,  by  which  I  am  to  practise 
stoicism.  Like  the  sun  in  an  eclipse,  our  candle  had 
often  twelve  inches  of  obscuration ;  and  I  sighed  in  vain, 
darling,  for  an  invisible  eclipse,  such  as  frequently  takes 
place  in  the  heavens.     Those  detestable  candle-snuffs 
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hatch  the  obscure  ideas  and  gloomy  night-thoughts 
which  an  author  so  often  produces.  O  that  you  would 
only  have  snuffed  properly !  " 

"  You  must  surely  be  joking,"  answered  she ;  "  my 
stitches  are  much  finer  than  your  pen-strokes,  and  I  saw 
very  well." 

"  Then  I  must  explain  to  you  psychologically,"  he 
continued,  "  that  it  is  a  matter  of  no  importance  what- 
ever to  an  author,  or  a  thinker,  whether  he  can  see  a 
little  better  or  worse;  but  when  the  snuffers  and  the 
snuff  are  always  in  his  head,  they  get  between  his  spir- 
itual legs,  like  the  pole  between  a  horse's,  and  impede 
his  movements.  Immediately  after  you  have  well  snuffed 
the  candle,  and  while  I  am  living  in  light,  I  am  already 
looking  forward  to  the  moment  when  it  will  require  to 
be  re-snuffed.  Now  this  lying  in  wait,  inasmuch  as  it 
is  invisible  and  inaudible,  can  consist  of  nothing  but  a 
thought ;  but  every  thought  that  exists  is  the  cause  that 
no  other  thought  can  exist  at  the  same  time  in  its  place, 
and  thus  the  whole  posse  comitatus  of  an  author's  better 
thoughts  go  to  the  dogs.  And  yet  I  am  only  speaking 
of  the  least  evil,  for  there  is  no  occasion  for  me  to  think 
more  about  snuffing  the  candle  than  about  taking  snuff 
into  my  nose :  but  when  the  much-desired  snuffing 
never  does  take  place  ;  when  the  black  smut  on  the  ripe 
ear  of  light  is  ever  increasing,  the  darkness  visibly  aug- 
menting ;  when  a  half-dead  author  is  illuminated  by  a 
truly  funereal  torch,  and  cannot  banish  the  idea  that 
one  clip  from  the  conjugal  hand  might  liberate  him  from 
all  these  drag-chains  ;  then  verily,  my  dear  Lenette,  an 
author  must  possess  more  than  common  talent  not  tc 
write  like  an  ass,  or  stamp  like  a  dromedary.  At  least  I 
can  sing  a  song  about  it." 
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She  here  assured  him,  that,  if  he  were  really  in  ear- 
nest, she  would  do  better  to-morrow. 

And  indeed,  to  do  her  justice,  on  the  following  day 
she  kept  her  word,  and  not  only  snuffed  much  oftener 
than  yesterday,  but,  to  speak  correctly,  without  ceasing, 
particularly  after  he  had  thanked  her  once  or  twice  by 
a  nod  of  the  head.  At  last  he  said  very  kindly,  "  But 
don't  snuff  too  often  ;  if  you  aim  at  too  fine  sub-sub-sub- 
divisions of  the  wick,  we  shall  return  almost  to  the  old 
misery,  as  a  candle  too  closely  snuffed  burns  as  dimly 
as  one  with  a  wick  of  free  growth ;  which,  if  you  ever 
could  do  such  a  thing,  you  might  apply  figuratively  to 
the  lights  of  the  world  and  of  the  church ;  but  it  is  only 
some  time  after  and  before  snuffing,  as  it  were  entre  chien 
et  hup,  that  the  delightful  middle-age  of  the  soul  pre- 
vails, when  it  sees  beautifully ;  then,  indeed,  it  is  in 
very  truth  a  life  for  a  god,  —  a  well-proportioned  black- 
upon- white,  both  in  the  candle  and  in  the  book  !  " 

This  new  turn  of  affairs  is  not  particularly  satis- 
factory ;  for  it  is  too  evident  that  the  Advocate  of  the 
Poor  burdens  himself,  while  writing,  with  the  additional 
task  of  calculating,  though  it  may  be  superficially  enough, 
the  mean  distance  or  state  between  the  short  wick  and 
the  long  wick ;  and,  if  so,  what  time  has  he  left  for  his 
work  ? 

Some  minutes  after,  when  the  snuffing  came  too 
soon,  he  asked  Lenette,  with  some  hesitation,  "  Is  there 
dirty  linen  again  for  the  wash  ?  "  afterwards,  when  she 
was  somewhat  too  late,  "  Eh,  eh  ! " 

"  Directly,  directly,"  said  she. 

At  last,  when  some  time  had  elapsed,  and  he  became 
absorbed  in  his  productions,  she  in  hers,  he  found,  on 
10*  o 
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suddenly  looking  up,  one  of  the  longest  spears  that  had 
ever  yet  been  seen  in  the  candle,  surrounded  moreover 
by  one  or  two  thieves.  "  Alas,  this  is  a  wretched  life  I  " 
he  exclaimed ;  and,  seizing  the  snuffers  fiercely,  snuffed 
the  candle  —  out. 

In  the  dark  vacation  he  had  leisure  to  fly  into  a  pas- 
sion, and  represent  to  Lenette,  in  detail,  how  much  she 
tormented  him  even  in  his  best  arrangements ;  like  all 
women,  never  keeping  any  medium,  but  always  snuffing 
the  candle  either  too  often  or  too  seldom  ;  but  on  her 
relighting  the  candle,  he  fired  up  still  more,  and  asked 
her  whether  he  had  ever  demanded  anything  of  her  but 
the  veriest  trifles,  and  who  it  was  that  had  refused  them 
all,  but  his  own  wife.    "  Answer  ! "  said  he. 

She  did  not  answer,  but  placed  the  lighted  candle  on 
the  table,  and  tears  filled  her  eyes.  It  was  the  first 
time  since  her  marriage.  Suddenly,  like  a  person  mag- 
netized, he  beheld  the  whole  diseased  system  in  his  in- 
terior, and  described  it  to  himself ;  and  then  at  once,  and 
with  ease,  flung  the  old  Adam  from  him  contemptuously 
into  the  farthest  corner.  His  heart  was  always  so  open 
to  love  and  justice,  that  as  soon  as  these  goddesses  made 
their  appearance,  his  voice,  raised  in  anger  at  the  begin- 
ning of  a  sentence,  reached  its  close  modified  to  the 
gentlest  tones  ;  he  could  arrest  his  battle-axe  even  in  the 
very  midst  of  its  descent. 

Domestic  peace  was  thus  concluded.  A  pair  of  moist 
eyes  and  a  pair  of  bright  ones  were  the  instruments  of 
peace,  and  a  Westphalian  treaty  between  themselves  ac- 
corded one  light  to  each  party,  with  absolute  freedom  of 
snuffing.  But  this  peace  was  soon  embittered  ;  for  Penia, 
the  household  Goddess  of  Poverty,  who  possesses  an 
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invisible  church,  and  a  thousand  silent  churches  in  the 
land,  and  who  occupies  most  of  its  houses  as  tabernacles 
and  lazar-houses,  made  known  her  bodily  presence  and 
almighty  power.  There  was  no  money  left.  He  would 
have  preferred  selling  everything  he  possessed,  even  his 
body,  like  the  old  German,  to  putting  his  honor  and 
freedom  in  bond  by  incurring  liabilities  which  would  soon 
fall  due,  —  I  mean  by  borrowing,  —  now  that  he  was  every 
day  more  unable  to  repay.  It  is  said,  that  if  the  English 
national  debt  wrere  counted  out  in  dollars,  it  would  form 
a  ring  round  the  earth,  like  a  second  equator.  I  cannot 
say  I  have  yet  measured  this  nose-ring  of  the  English 
lion,  this  circular  eclipse  or  halo  round  the  English  sun ; 
but  I  do  know  that  to  Siebenkäs  such  a  negative  money- 
belt  round  his  body  would  have  been  like  a  girdle  of 
thorns,  or  as  the  iron-ring  to  men  who  tow  ships,  or  as  a 
strap  which  would  compress  his  heart  to  agony.  Grant- 
ing even  that  he  had  been  willing  to  borrow,  and  then, 
like  states  and  banks,  to  stop  payment  (a  dilemma  which 
prudent  debtors  and  noblemen  can  easily  avoid  by  never 
commencing  to  pay),  still  he  had  but  one  friend  and  one 
only,  the  Schulrath  Stiefel,  who  would  have  consented 
to  become  his  creditor.  He  could  not  for  a  moment 
allow  this  dear  friend,  who,  as  it  was,  already  stood  on 
the  first  list  of  spiritual  creditors,  to  be  placed  on  the 
fifth  or  losers'  list.  From  such  a  double  sin,  both  against 
friendship  and  honor,  he  would  preserve  himself  by 
pawning  articles  of  fess  value,  i.  e.  furniture. 

Again  he  went  to  the  pewter  cupboard  in  the  kitchen  ; 
but  this  time  he  went  alone,  mounted  up,  and  peeped 
through  the  trellis  to  see  what  was  piled  up  there,  two  or 
three  men's  height  from  the  ground.   Alas !  but  one  single 
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plate  stood  behind  its  front  man,  like  a  double  note  of  ad- 
miration. This  hinder  man  he  drew  out,  and  gave  him, 
as  travelling  companions  and  refugies,  a  herring-dish,  a 
sauce-tureen,  and  a  salad-bowl.  After  this  reduction  of 
the  army,  he  made  the  remaining  troops  deploy  into  a 
longer  line,  and  concealed  the  three  great  gaps  by  sub- 
dividing them  into  twenty  smaller  ones  ;  he  next  car- 
ried the  expelled  individuals  into  the  sitting-room,  and 
went  back  into  the  kitchen  after  calling  his  Lenette  out 
of  the  bookbinder's  apartment. 

"  I  have  been  examining  our  cupboard,"  said  he,  "  for 
the  last  half-quarter  of  an  hour,  and  I  can't  at  all  perceive 
that  I  lately  took  away  the  tureen  and  the  plates.  Do 
you  miss  anything  ?  " 

"  Alas ! "  she  affirmed,  "  I  miss  them  every  day." 

Afraid  of  a  closer  inspection,  he  then  led  her  hastily 
into  the  sitting-room,  up  to  the  vessels  he  had  newly  sei 
apart,  and  made  known  his  intention  of  transposing  them, 
like  a  good  musician,  from  the  pewter  key  into  the  silver 
key.  He  purposely  proposed  selling  them,  in  order  the 
more  easily  to  gain  her  consent  to  pawn  them  ;  but  she 
burst  open  at  once  all  the  stops  of  the  female  organ,  — 
the  loud  stop,  the  flute  tone,  the  bird's  voice,  the  human 
voice,  and  lastly  the  tremulants.  He  might  say  what  he 
pleased,  she  said  what  she  pleased.  A  man  does  not  seek 
to  arrest  or  to  avert  the  iron  arm  of  necessity,  but  coldly 
awaits  its  stroke  ;  a  woman  rails  at  the  dumb  iron  arm, 
for  some  hours  at  least,  before  it  falls  on  her.  In  vain 
Siebenkäs  calmly  inquired  whether  she  could  devise  any 
other  means.  Instead  of  a  whole  answer  to  questions  of 
such  a  nature,  a  thousand  half-answers  always  float  about 
the  female  brain,  which  are  intended  to  form  a  whole 
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answer  in  the  same  way  as  in  the  differential  calculus  an 
infinity  of  straight  lines  form  a  crooked  one.  These  un- 
ripe, half-begotten,  flighty,  mutually  defensive  thoughts 
were  somewhat  to  the  following  purpose  :  "  He  should  not 
have  changed  his  name,  and  then  he  would  have  received 
his  inheritance."  "  He  could  easily  borrow."  "  His 
clients  were  living  in  ease  and  affluence,  and  he  did  not 
demand  his  money  from  them."  "  As  a  general  rule,  he 
ought  to  give  away  less."  "  He  had  never  even  demanded 
his  fees  for  the  defence  of  the  woman  accused  of  infanti- 
cide." "  He  should  not  have  paid  half  the  house-rent  in 
advance,  for  he  could  have  lived  at  least  a  few  more  days 
on  the  money,"  &c.  When  to  the  majority  of  such  femi- 
nine half-arguments  a  man  opposes  the  minority  of  a 
whole  proof,  it  is  nevertheless  of  no  avail.  Women  at 
least  know  enough  of  Swiss  jurisprudence  to  be  aware 
that  four  half  or  invalid  witnesses  outweigh  one  valid 
one.*  Whoever,  therefore,  desires  to  confute  them,  will 
act  most  prudently  by  permitting  them  to  say  their  say, 
and  by  saying  nothing  himself ;  they  will  soon  go  off 
from  the  point  to  other  subjects  on  which  he  can  yield 
the  question,  while,  as  regards  the  particular  affair  under 
consideration,  he  contradicts  by  deed  alone.  No  other  con- 
tradiction except  that  of  action  will  ever  be  forgiven  him. 

Unfortunately  Siebenkäs  attempted  to  set  the  two  most 
important  members  of  Lenette's  anatomy,  the  head  and 
the  heart,-  by  the  surgical  bandages  of  philosophy,  and 
commenced  as  follows: — 

"  Dear  wife,  in  the  great  church  you  pray  with  all  the 
rest  that  you  may  not  become  wedded  to  temporal  goods, 

*  In  Berne,  and  in  the  Pays  de  Vaud,  two  male  or  four  female  wit- 
nesses are  necessary  to  establish  a  proof. 
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and  yet  they  are  fixed  firmly  on  your  heart,  like  brooches. 
See  !  I  go  to  no  church,  but  I  have  a  pulpit  in  my  own 
bosom,  and  value  one  bright  moment  far  above  all  this 
pewter  rubbish.  Be  honest !  has  your  immortal  heart 
ever  yet  felt  the  loss  of  the  tureen,  or  was  that  your  peri- 
cardium ?  May  not  this  miserable  tin,  swallowed  by  us 
in  little  pieces,  like  that  prescribed  in  powder  by  physi- 
cians as  a  remedy  for  worms,  also  purge  fatal  worms  from 
our  hearts  ?  Collect  yourself,  and  think  of  our  cobbler  ; 
does  he  dip  his  bread  less  merrily  into  his  pewter  sauce- 
tureen,  because  the  roast  meat  is  in  the  same  dish  ?  You 
go  on  sewing  behind  your  pin-cushion,  and  do  not  perceive 
that  the  world  is  mad,  and  drinks  its  coffee,  tea,  and  choc- 
olate out  of  different  cups  ;  eats  fruit,  salad,  and  herringa 
off  particular  kinds  of  plates ;  and  hares,  fish,  and  birds 
from  their  appropriate  dishes.  But  let  me  warn  you,  that 
in  time  to  come  people  will  be  madder  still,  and  bespeak 
from  the  manufactories  as  many  different  sorts  of  fruit- 
dishes  as  there  are  varieties  of  fruit  in  their  gardens,  —  at 
least  I  would  do  so  ;  and  if  I  were  only  an  hereditary 
prince,  or  grand  master,  I  wrould  have  lark-dishes  and  lark- 
knives,  snipe-dishes  and  snipe-knives  ;  I  would  not  even 
carve  a  haunch  of  a  stag  of  sixteen  upon  the  same  dish  on 
which  the  haunch  of  a  stag  of  eight  had  been  brought  to 
table.  The  earth  is  a  good  lunatic  asylum,  in  which,  as 
in  a  Quaker's  chapel,  one  man  gets  up  after  another  to 
preach  his  false  doctrine.  The  Bedlamites  consequently 
consider  that  there  are  only  two  follies,  properly  so  called, 
the  past  and  the  future,  the  oldest  and  newest.  I  would 
show  them  that  their  own  partake  of  the  nature  of  both." 

Lenette  returned  no  answer,  but  said  in  an  indescriba- 
bly gentle  tone  of  voice,  "  Don't  do  it,  Firmian ;  do  not 
sell  our  pewter  ! " 
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"  Well,  then,  let  it  be,"  he  answered  with  a  bitter-sweet 
expression  of  delight  at  having  succeeded  in  catching  the 
brilliant  pigeon's  neck  in  the  noose  which  he  had  pre- 
viously baited  with  berries.  "The  Emperor  Antoninus, 
indeed,  sent  his  genuine  silver-plate  to  the  mint,  and  of 
course,  therefore,  no  one  could  take  it  ill  in  me ;  but  let 
it  be  !  not  an  ounce  shall  be  sold,  —  we  will  only  pawn  it. 
You  have  luckily  given  me  the  idea  ;  for  on  St.  Andrew's 
day,  whether  I  shoot  down  the  bird's  tail  or  the  imperial 
globe,  or  even  become  king,  I  can  easily  redeem  it  all 
with  a  mere  song,  —  I  mean  with  the  sheer  profit, — 
especially  the  sauce-tureen  and  the  salad-bowl.  You  are 
right ;  and  old  Sabel  is  even  now  in  the  house,  at  hand  to 
carry  the  goods  and  the  money  to  and  fro  for  us."  She 
offered  no  further  opposition.  St.  Andrew's  shooting- 
match  was  her  signal  of  distress  and  Fortunatus's  wishing- 
cap ;  the  wooden  wings  of  the  bird  were  buckled  on  her 
hopes  like  waxen  pinions,  and  the  powder  and  shot  were 
to  her,  as  to  princes,  the  seeds  of  her  future  blossoms  of 
joy.  Thou  poor  one,  in  many  respects  !  But  it  is  pre- 
cisely the  poor  who  hope  incredibly  more  than  the  rich ; 
hence  lotteries,  like  other  epidemics  and  the  plague,  attack 
poor  devils  oftener  than  the  rich.  Siebenkäs,  who  de- 
spised not  merely  the  loss  of  the  utensils,  but  also  money 
itself,  secretly  designed  to  leave  the  rubbish  at  the  pew- 
terer's,  like  a  mortgage  of  the  empire,  —  forever,  even  if 
he  should  become  king ;  intending  merely  some  day, 
when  he  happened  to  pass  the  shop,  to  transform  the 
mortgage  into  a  sale. 

A  few  bright  peaceful  days  ensued,  and  Pelzstiefel 
again  paid  them  an  evening  visit.  Amid  the  cares  arising 
from  the  embargo  put  on  their  provisions,  and  the  dangers 
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of  smuggling,  when  a  tear  or  a  sigh  might  be  considered 
a  necessary  tax  that  must  be  paid  on  every  loaf  of  bread, 
Firmian  had  little  time  and  less  inclination  to  think  of  his 
jealousy.  With  Lenette  it  was  naturally  just  the  re- 
verse ;  and  taking  her  love  for  Stiefel  for  granted,  it 
would  of  course  flourish  on  his  money-manure  better 
than  on  the  Advocate's  acres  full  of  the  springs  of  hunger. 
The  Schulrath  was  not  gifted  with  eyes  which  involunta- 
rily detect  the  hidden  misery  of  a  household  beneath  its 
smiles.  He  observed  nothing ;  but  the  friendly  trio,  on 
this  very  account,  enjoyed  a  cheerful  hour  free  from  fog, 
in  which,  if  not  a  sun,  at  least  a  moon  of  happiness  (Hope 
and  Memory)  rose  with  bright  beams. 

Siebenkäs  had  again  at  least  a  practised  ear  near  him, 
which  entered  into  the  spirit  of  the  fool's-cap  bells,  and 
the  trumpetings  of  his  a  la  Leibgeber  humor.  Lenette 
did  not  enter  into  it  in  the  slightest  degree,  and  even 
Pelzstiefel  only  understood  him  when  he  spoke,  not  at  all 
when  he  wrote.  At  first  the  Conversation  of  the  two  men 
fell,  like  that  of  women,  upon  persons,  not  upon  things ; 
with  this  difference  only,  that  they  called  their  chronicle 
of  scandal  biography  of  scholars  and  historical  literature. 
A  scholar  is  curious  to  know  every  little  trait,  even  to 
the  dress  and  favorite  dishes,  of  a  great  author ;  and 
women,  for  the  same  reason,  are  particularly  interested  in 
remarking  the  minutest  peculiarities  of  a  great  princess 
who  may  be  travelling  through  the  place,  even  to  her  rib- 
bons and  fringe.  From  scholars  they  passed  on  to  learn- 
ing, and  then  all  the  clouds  of  life  melted  away,  and  in 
the  kingdom  of  knowledge  the  head  that  was  bowed  down 
with  care,  and  wrapt  in  the  mantle  of  hunger,  was  once 
more  lifted  up  and  free.    The  spirit  inhales  the  mountain 
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air  of  its  home,  and  looks  down  from  the  lofty  alps  of 
Pindus,  and  see !  there  below  lies  its  sorely-wounded 
corpse,  a  burden  which  it  had  to  bear  amid  sighs,  like  a 
nightmare.  When  a  poor  persecuted  scholar,  a  dry 
magister  legens,  a  parson  with  five  children,  or  a  worried 
private  tutor,  is  stretched  out  in  misery,  his  every  nerve 
writhing  beneath  an  instrument  of  torture,  and  a  brother 
official  who  undergoes  equal  persecution  arrives,  and  dis- 
putes and  philosophizes  with  him  for  a  whole  evening, 
telling  him  the  latest  opinions  of  the  literary  journals, 
then,  verily,  the  sand-glass  *  which  marks  the  hour  of  tor- 
ture is  laid  flat ;  Orpheus,  with  the  lyre  of  science,  steps 
with  beaming  countenance  into  the  physical  hell  of  these 
two  brothers  in  office,  and  all  torments  cease  ;  soft  tears 
fall  from  their  sparkling  eyes  ;  the  snakes  of  the  Furies 
curl  themselves  into  ringlets  ;  Ixion's  wheel  revolves  har- 
moniously to  the  sound  of  the  lyre,  and  the  two  poor 

Sisyphi  sit  quietly  on  their  two  stones,  and  listen  

But  what  consolation  is  there  for  the  good  wife  of  the 
poor  parson,  of  the  magister  legens,  of  the  scholar,  under 
the  same  affliction  ?  None,  save  her  husband,  who  on 
that  very  account  should  be  indulgent  to  her. 

It  will  be  recollected  that  Leibgeber  had  sent  three 
programmes  from  Baireuth.  Stiefel  brought  with  him 
that  by  Dr.  Frank,  and  requested  Siebenkäs  to  review  it 
for  the  Kuhschnappel  "  Messenger  and  Advertiser."  He 
also  drew  another  work  from  his  pocket  to  be  reviewed,  — 
a  fact  which  the  reader  will  learn  with  pleasure ;  for  as 
our  hero  is  at  present  without  money,  he  may  hope  to 
subsist  for  a  few  days  on  his  criticisms  of  the  works. 
The  second  pamphlet  was  entitled,  "  Lessingii  Emilia 

*  As  long  as  the  torture  lasts,  the  hour-glass  is  placed  upright. 
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Galotti,  Progymnasmatis  loco  Latine  reddita  et  publice 
acta,  moderante  T.  H.  Steffens  Cellis,  1778." 

"  Are  not  you  of  opinion,"  inquired  Siebenkäs  good- 
humoredly  of  Pelzstiefel,  "  thaf  if  I  am  to  write  a  clever 
review  on  the  works  of  Messrs.  Frank  and  Steffen,  my 
good  Lenette  should  not  scratch  and  scrape  behind  me 
with  the  broom  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  that  would  be  a  hard  case,"  answered  the 
Schulrath  gravely. 

A  humorous  and  somewhat  softened  deposition  of 
the  acts  of  the  domestic  lawsuit  was  now  handed  in. 
Wendeline's  large  eyes,  beaming  with  kindness,  sought 
to  read  and  steal  away  the  rubrum  and  the  nigrum  (the 
red  and  black  title  or  index)  of  Stiefel's  judgment  from 
his  face,  which  partook  of  both  colors ;  but  Stiefel,  in 
spite  of  the  fulness  of  love  with  which  his  bosom  was 
overflowing,  addressed  her  as  follows  :  — 

"  Mrs.  Advocate  of  the  Poor,  that  will  not  do  at  all ; 
for  God  has  not  created  any  nobler  thing  than  a  learned 
man  who  thinks  and  writes.  Ten  hundred  thousand  men, 
from  every  quarter  of  the  world,  are  sitting  as  it  were 
on  school-benches  before  him  ;  and  to  these  he  has  to 
address  himself.  He  attempts  to  root  out  errors  which 
the  wisest  nations  have  adopted  ;  to  describe  accurate- 
ly, in  the  German  language,  antiquities  which,  together 
with  their  possessors,  have  long  ago  disappeared ;  to 
confute  the  most  complex  systems,  or  even  to  build  up 
new  ones  himself.  His  light  must  pierce  through  mas- 
sive crowns,  through  the  triple  felt-cap  of  the  Pope, 
through  capuchin-hoods  and  laurel-wreaths,  before  it 
enlightens  the  collective  brain  below.  This  is  his  task, 
and  this  he  can  perform,  Mrs.  Advocate ;  but  with  what 
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strenuous  labor !  It  is  difficult  to  be  the  compositor  of 
a  book,  but  far  more  difficult  to  compose  one.  Think  of 
the  effort  required  in  Pindar's  writings,  and  in  Homer's 
before  him,  —  I  mean  in  the  Iliad  ;  and  so  on,  one  after 
the  other,  down  to  our  times.  Is  it,  then,  surprising  that 
great  writers,  in  this  terrible  strain  of  all  their  ideas, 
have  oftentimes  scarcely  known  where  they  were,  what 
they  were  doing,  and  what  they  wanted ;  that  they  have 
become  blind  and  callous  to  everything  that  did  not 
affect  their  five  spiritual  senses,  —  even  as  the  physically 
blind  see  gloriously  in  dreams,  though,  as  I  have  said, 
in  their  waking  hours  they  are  sightless  ?  When  I  re- 
flect upon  such  efforts  as  those  to  which  I  allude,  I  can 
clearly  conceive  how  it  was  that  Socrates  and  Archimedes 
could  live  perfectly  unaware  of  the  storm  and  bustle  that 
was  going  on  around  them  ;  how  Cardanus,  lost  in  deep 
thought,  forgot  his  chiragra,  others  the  gout ;  how  one 
Frenchman  became  indifferent  to  a  conflagration,  and 
another  to  the  dying  moments  of  his  wife." 

"You  see,"  said  Lenette  gently  and  triumphantly  to 
her  husband  ;  "  how  should  a  scholar  hear  his  wife  wash- 
ing and  sweeping  ?  " 

Stiefel  continued  his  chain  of  argument  unmoved. 
"  For  such  a  fire,  particularly  before  it  is  kindled,  tran- 
quillity is  at  first  requisite ;  therefore,  in  Paris,  learned 
men  and  artists  reside  only  in  St.  Victor's  Street,  be- 
cause the  other  streets  are  too  noisy  for  them  ;  and  hence, 
too,  neither  smiths,  tinkers,  nor  gold-beaters  are  per- 
mitted to  work  in  the  same  street  with  professors." 

"  Especially  gold-beaters,"  added  Siebenkäs  seriously. 

"  It  should  also  be  considered  that  the  soul  cannot  en- 
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tertain  more  than  half  a  dozen  ideas  *  at  one  time ;  now, 
if  the  idea  of  noise  enters  in  as  a  wicked  seventh,  one  or 
other  of  those  which  might  afford  fit  subject  for  medita- 
tion, or  even  be  worth  writing  down,  must  inevitably  take 
flight,  and  leave  the  head." 

Stiefel  demanded  the  hand  of  the  wife  as  a  pledge 
that,  like  Joshua's  sun,  she  would  always  stand  still 
while  Firmian  was  fighting  the  enemy  with  pen  and 
scourge. 

"  Have  I  not  often  myself,"  she  replied,  "  begged  the 
bookbinder  not  to  hammer  on  his  books  so  hard,  lest  it 
should  disturb  my  husband  when  he  was  book-making  ?  " 

However,  she  gave  him  her  hand,  and  he  departed 
contented,  leaving  contented  hearts  behind  him,  and  the 
hope  of  peaceful  hours. 

But,  ye  good  creatures  !  of  what  avail  is  the  time  of 
peace  to  you  on  your  half-pay,  in  the  cold  empty  or- 
phan-asylum of  earth,  in  which  you  starve  ?  in  the  dark 
labyrinthine  defiles  of  your  fate,  where  the  thread  of 
Ariadne  itself  is  converted  into  a  noose  and  a  net  ?  How 
long  will  the  Advocate  of  the  Poor  be  able  to  subsist  on 
the  money  levied  upon  the  pawned  pewter,  and  on  the 
produce  of  the  two  reviews  ? 

But  we  are  all  like  the  Adam  of  the  epic  poem,  and 
look  upon  our  first  night  as  the  last  day,  and  the  setting 
of  the  sun  as  the  setting  of  the  world.  We  all  grieve  for 
our  friends  as  if  there  were  no  better  future  yonder,  and 
grieve  for  ourselves  as  if  there  were  no  better  here  ;  for 
all  our  passions  are,  by  birth,  atheists  and  unbelievers. 

*  Bonnet  really  maintained  that  six  ideas  only  could  exist  in  the 
mind  at  the  same  time.    See  Haller's  Physiology. 
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Marriage-tiffs.  —  Extra  Leaf  on  Woman's  Gossip.  —  Forfeits. 

—  The  Mortar  and  the  Rappee-Mill.  —  The  Learned  Kiss. 

—  On  the  Consolations  of  Humanity.  —  Continuation  of 
the  Sixth  Chapter. 

HIS  chapter  opens  immediately  with  money- 
distress.  The  miserable  leaky  Dana'is-bucket 
with  which  the  good  pair  drew  up  their  few 
pence,  or  grains  of  gold  out  of  their  Pactolus, 
was  always  dry  again  in  two  days,  or  at  most  in  three. 
However,  they  had  now  something  certain,  and  not  incon- 
siderable, to  rely  upon,  —  the  two  essays  left  there  to  be 
reviewed.  They  might  count  for  certain  upon  four  florins, 
if  not  upon  five. 

On  the  morning  after  the  kiss  Firmian  seated  himself 
on  his  critical  justice-bench,  and  passed  judgment.  He 
might  have  composed  an  epic  poem,  so  still  were  the 
passage-winds  which  had  hitherto  blown  in  the  morning 
hours.  From  eight  o'clock  to  eleven  he  showed  up  to 
the  world,  in  a  favorable  light,  the  programme  of  Dr. 
Frank.  Its  title  was,  "  Sermo  academicus  de  civis 
medici  in  republicä  conditione  atque  officiis,  ex  lege 
prrecipue  erutis,  auct.  Frank.  1785." 

He  reviewed,  praised,  blamed,  and  made  extracts  from 
the  work,  until  he  thought  he  had  filled  as  much  paper 
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as  would  balance  the  sum  raised  on  the  herring-dish,  the 
salad-bowl,  the  sauce-tureen,  and  the  plates ;  for  his 
opinion  of  the  discourse  was  contained  in  one  sheet,  four 
pages,  and  fifteen  lines. 

The  morning  had  passed  off  so  pleasantly  in  his 
Fehmgericht,*  that,  in  the  afternoon,  the  judge  desired 
to  hold  another  sitting.  He  had  never  ventured  upon  it 
before  ;  having  hitherto,  in  the  afternoon,  only  worked  as 
an  advocate,  not  as  a  reviewer,  and  only  as  a  defender, 
not  an  accuser. 

It  was  sufficient  justification  to  himself,  that  young 
women  and  servant-maids  always  came  in  the  afternoon 
with  caps,  and  brought  mouths,  at  the  same  time,  filled 
with  the  treasures  of  gossip,  which  they  hastened  to  un- 
pack; moreover,  they  were  richer  than  the  Arabs,  who 
have  only  a  thousand  words  for  one  thought,  whereas 
they,  for  the  same  thought,  had  as  many  idioms  ;  and, 
like  broken  organs,  they  immediately  began  to  pipe  with 
twenty  flutes  at  a  time,  without  being  touched,  as  soon  as 
the  (lung-)  bellows  were  put  into  action.  This  was  all 
a  propos ;  for  in  the  hours  devoted  to  these  female 
alarums  he  let  loose  his  judicial  alarum,  and  during  the 
lawsuits  of  Lenette  he  forwarded  his  own.  He  was  not 
in  the  least  disconcerted ;  he  maintained  that  an  advocate 
could  never  be  put  out ;  he  might  begin  and  break  off 
his  period  ad  libitum.  His  period  was  a  long  tape-worm, 
which  might  be  lengthened  or  shortened  without  injury  ; 
for  every  member  was  in  itself  a  worm,  every  comma  a 
period. 

But  this  would  not  equally  suit  the  task  of  reviewing. 

*  Fehmgericht,  the  name  of  a  celebrated  secret  tribunal  in  West- 
phalia. —  Tr. 
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However,  I  will  faithfully  transcribe  for  the  unlearned 
(scholars  have  read  it  long  ago)  what  he  really  performed 
after  dinner.  He  wrote  the  title  of  StefFens's  Latin  trans- 
lation of  Emilia  Galotti,  and  continued  as  follows  :  "  The 
present  translation  supplies  a  want  that  has  long  been 
felt.  It  is  indeed  a  singular  phenomenon  that  so  few  of 
the  German  classics  have  been  hitherto  translated  into 
Latin  for  the  use  of  scholars,  who,  on  their  part,  have 
rendered  nearly  the  whole  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  clas- 
sics into  German  for  our  benefit.  The  Germans  have 
works  to  show  which  well  merit  the  perusal  of  scholiasts 
and  linguists,  but  these  latter  cannot  understand  them 
(though  they  can  translate  them),  because  they  are  not 
written  in  Latin.  Lichtenberg^  Pocket  Almanac  ap- 
pears in  a  German  edition  for  Englishmen  who  are 
learning  German,  and  in  a  French  one  for  the  haute 
noblesse ;  why  are  not  these  original  German  works 
and  this  almanac  itself  put  into  the  hands  of  scholars 
and  linguists  in  the  form  of  a  good  and  faithful  Latin 
translation  ?  They  would  certainly  be  the  first  to  re- 
mark the  resemblance  between  the  odes  of  Ramler  and 
of  Horace,  if  the  former  were  but  translated.  The  editor 
confesses,  that  it  has  ever  been  a  matter  of  grief  and 
surprise  to  him,  that  there  should  only  be  two  correct 
editions  extant  of  Klopstock's  Messias,  the  old  one  and 
his  own  ;  and  that  neither  a  Latin  edition  for  scholars 
(for  Lessing  in  his  miscellaneous  works  has  scarcely 
translated  the  invocation),  nor  one  in  the  curial  style 
for  lawyers,  nor  a  plain  prosaic  one  for  surveyors,  nor 
one  in  Jewish  German  for  Jews,  should  ever  have,  been 

thought  of  " 

He  had  written  thus  far  when  he  was  obliged  to  leave 
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off,  because  a  maid-servant  would  not  leave  off,  but  went 
on  repeating  over  and  over  again  what  her  mistress,  the 
treasurer's  wife,  had  repeated,  —  viz.  how  the  nightcap 
was  to  be  made.  Twenty  times  at  least  did  she  sketch 
the  cartoon  and  design  of  the  cap,  and  begged  that  it 
might  be  finished  speedily.  Lenette  answered  and  repaid 
all  her  tautologies  in  the  same  coin.  Scarcely  had  the 
maid  shut  the  door,  when  the  reviewer  observed :  "  I 
have  not  been  able  to  write  a  line  all  the  time  that  wind- 
mill there  was  rattling.  Lenette,  is  it  then  impossible  for 
a  woman  to  say,  It  is  four  o'clock,  instead  of  saying, 
The  four  quarters  to  four  have  struck  ?  Can  no  one  say, 
To-morrow  the  rag  will  be  finished,  and  there 's  an  end 
of  it  ?  Can  no  one  say,  I  demand  a  dollar  for  it,  and 
there 's  an  end  of  it  ?  No  one,  Run  up  here  to-morrow 
and  then  holla  !  can't  you,  Lenette  ?  " 

Lenette  replied  coldly,  "  O,  of  course  you  suppose 
everybody  thinks  just  as  you  do." 

Lenette  besides  had  two  feminine  bad  habits,  which 
have  already  caused  millions  of  little  devils  or  rockets, 
i.  e.  curses,  to  issue  from  the  mouths  of  men,  and  shoot 
up  into  the  sky.  The  one  was,  that  of  delivering  every 
commission  to  the  errand-girl  in  the  room,  like  a  memo- 
rial in  two  copies,  and  going  out  with  her  afterwards 
and  repeating  the  same  order  to  her  over  again  three  or 
four  times  ;  the  other  was  (in  spite  of  all  Sieben  käs 
might  say),  that  her  first  question  was  always,  "  How  ?  " 
or,  "  What  do  you  say  ?  " 

I  myself  approve,  and  even  recommend  to  all  women 
who  are  embarrassed  for  an  answer,  this  praiseworthy 
habit  of  demanding  the  repetition  of  a  question  ;  but  in 
other  cases,  when  all  that  is  demanded  of  them  is  atten- 
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tion,  and  not  truth,  this  ancora  and  bis  is  as  tiresome  to 
a  person  speaking  in  haste  as  it  is  uncalled  for.  Such 
things  are  trifles  in  married  life  as  long  as  their  martyr 
does  not  complain  of  them  ;  but  after  they  have  been 
complained  of,  they  are  worse  than  deadly  sins,  felonies 
and  adulteries,  for  they  recur  oftener. 

If  the  author  of  the  present  work  were  disturbed  in 
his  labors  by  such  pleonasms,  all  that  he  would  do  would 
be,  not  to  give  a  severe  lecture,  —  that  would  be  the  last 
thing,  —  but  to  take  advantage  of  the  present  opportunity 
to  compose  the  following 

Extra  Leap  on  Woman's  Gossip. 

The  author  of  the  work  on  marriage  says,  that  a 
woman  who  does  not  speak  is  silly ;  but  it  is  easier  to 
be  his  encomiast  than  his  disciple.  The  wisest  women 
are  often  mute  among  women,  and  the  silliest  are  often 
most  silent  among  men.  In  general  the  same  remark 
holds  good  of  the  female  sex  which  has  been  made  on 
the  male  sex,  that  those  think  most  who  speak  least,  —  as 
frogs  cease  croaking  when  a  light  is  placed  on  the  banks 
of  the  pond.  This  habit  of  much  talking  among  women 
is  likewise  a  result  of  their  sedentary  occupations.  All 
sedentary  artisans,  tailors,  shoemakers,  weavers,  have 
in  common  with  them,  besides  hypochondriac  fancies, 
this  habit  of  gossip.  The  little  work-tables  of  women's 
fingers  are  the  playgrounds  of  women's  fancies,  and  their 
knitting-needles  are  fairy-wands  by  which  they  trans- 
form the  whole  room  into  a  spirit-isle  of  dreams  ;  hence 
it  is  that  a  letter  or  book  distracts  a  woman  in  love 
more  than  four  pair  of  stockings  knit  by  herself.  The 
savages  assert,  that  the  reason  monkeys  do  not  talk  is, 

vol.  1.  11  p 
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that  they  may  not  work  ;  but  many  women,  on  the  con- 
trary, talk  twice  as  much,  just  because  they  work.  I 
long  pondered  on  the  object  of  this  peculiarity.  At  first 
sight  it  appears  as  if  nature  ordains  every  repetition  of 
what  has  been  said  for  the  working  out  of  metaphysical 
truths  ;  for  since,  according  to  Jacobi  and  Kant,  demon- 
stration is  nothing  but  a  series  of  identical  propositions, 
women  in  consequence  must  demonstrate  unceasingly,  as 
they  always  advance  from  the  same  to  the  same.  Never- 
theless, it  appears  to  me,  that  the  following  is  the  advan- 
tage more  particularly  aimed  at  by  nature.  Naturalists 
assert,  that  the  leaves  of  trees  are  continually  in  a  flutter- 
ing motion,  in  order  to  purify  the  air  by  flapping  it,  this 
vibration  in  some  measure  performing  the  office  of  a  gen- 
tle breeze.*  Now,  it  would  be  strange  indeed,  if  nature, 
who  is  thus  economical  in  everything  else,  had  ordained 
the  much  longer  (seventy  years)  enduring  vibration  of 
the  female  tongue  without  a  purpose  :  but  the  purpose  is 
not  wanting  :  it  is  the  same  as  that  for  which  the  leaves 
are  made  to  quiver.  The  eternal  wagging  of  a  woman  .- 
tongue  is  to  assist  in  shaking  and  jolting  the  atmosphere, 
which  would  otherwise  become  putrid.  The  moon  has 
its  ocean  of  water  and  the  woman's  head  its  ocean  of 
air  to  shake  into  health,  and  therefore  a  general  Py- 
thagorean novitiate  would  in  the  long-run  occasion  epi- 
demics, and  chartreuses  of  nuns  would  become  houses 
of  pestilence.     Hence  also  it  is,  that  among  civilized 

*  But  it  cannot  be  said,  that  the  wind  is  useful  on  account  of  its 
blowing  away  bad  vapors;  for  in  lieu  of  all  the  bad  ones  it  blowl 
away  fi-ora  me  to  the  man  behind  me,  it  brings  me  all  those  from 
the  man  before  me.  Nor  can  it  be  said  that  stagnant  water  putrefies 
because  there  is  no  stream  to  carry  away  the  slime. 
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nations,  who  speak  more  than  others,  the  diseases  incident 
to  humanity  diminish  ;  and  it  is,  moreover,  a  peculiarly 
beneficent  ordination  of  nature  that  women  speak  most 
in  large  towns,  tit  winter,  in  rooms,  and  in  large  par- 
ties, for  it  is  in  these  places  and  at  such  seasons  that 
the  air  is  most  corrupted,  most  imbued  with  precipitated 
phlogiston,  and  consequently  that  fans  are  most  needed. 
In  this  nature  overcomes  all  artificial  impediments  ;  for 
though  many  European  women  tried  to  imitate  those 
of  America  —  who  in  order  to  keep  silence  fill  their 
mouths  with  water  —  by  filling  their  own  while  visit- 
ing with  tea  and  coffee,  it  was  soon  found  that  this 
fluid  proved  rather  advantageous  than  otherwise  to 
female  gossip. 

I  trust  I  am  in  this  very  far  from  resembling  those 
narrow-minded  theologians  who  associate  and  append 
to  every  sun-course  of  nature  secondary  little  wooden 
ways  and  motives.  It  may  not  unbecome  such,  but, 
for  my  part,  I  should  be  ashamed  to  suppose  the  oscil- 
lation of  the  female  tongue,  the  use  of  which  is  suf- 
ficiently apparent  in  the  motion  given  by  it  to  the 
atmosphere,  might  probably  serve  to  illustrate  and 
typify  some  sense  or  thought  of  spiritual  beings ;  as,  for 
instance,  of  the  female  soul  itself.  Such  suppositions 
belong  to  the  things  of  which  Kant  observes,  we  can 
neither  maintain  them  nor  disprove  them.  On  the  con- 
trary, I  should  rather  be  inclined  to  believe,  that  speak- 
ing were  a  sign  that  thinking  and  inward  activity  had 
ceased ;  as  in  a  good  mill  the  warning-bell  is  heard  to 
ring  only  when  there  is  no  more  wheat  to  be  ground. 
Every  husband,  too,  knows  that  a  tongue  is  attached  to 
a  woman's  head,  in  order,  by  its  ringing,  to  announce  the 
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fact  of  a  contradiction,  irregularity,  or  impossibility, 
reigning  there.*  Thus,  too,  M.  Müller  has  so  applied 
a  little  bell  in  his  calculating  machine,  that  it  shall  ring 
and  give  notice  of  any  wrong  example  or  error  in  calcu- 
lation that  may  have  occurred  in  the  machine.  It  is  now 
the  duty  of  the  natural  philosopher  to  institute  further 
inquiry,  and  to  judge  how  far  I  may  be  in  the  wrong. 

I  may  as  well  confess  it,  —  the  Advocate  wrote  this 
little  leaf. 

He  concluded  his  review  the  following  morning.  At 
first  he  had  intended  to  have  spun  out  his  few  thoughts 
upon  the  translation  of  Emilia  Galotti  until  the  sum 
given  for  them  were  sufficient  to  pay  for  . the  fore-piecing 
of  his  boots  (Fecht  demanded  a  sheet  and  a  half  for  the 
pair)  ;  but  he  had  no  time  for  it,  being  obliged  to  calcu- 
late his  manuscript  by  the  compositor's  rule  of  sight, 
and  get  the  payment  for  it  this  very  day.  The  reviews 
were  sent  to  the  editor,  the  critical  bill  of  costs  amount- 
ing to  three  florins,  four  groschen,  and  five  pfennige; 
the  sheet  being  valued  at  two  florins,  thirty  lines  to  the 
page.  Strange !  we  smile  when  we  find  spiritual  and 
material  things,  intellect  and  wages,  pain  and  money- 
fines,  made  into  an  equation  ;  but  is  not  our  whole  life  m 
equation  or  company's  share-account  between  body  and 
soul  ?  and  is  not  every  action  upon  us  sensual,  and  every 
reaction  proceeding  from  us  spiritual  ? 

In  lieu  of  the  leaves  of  beaten  silver,  into  which  his 
ink  should  have  crystallized,  the  errand-girl  brought 
back  nothing  but  compliments.  Pelzstiefel  had  not 
given  it  a  thought.    The  distraction  of  study  made  linn 

*  For  it  is  much  easier  for  a  woman  to  yield  and  be  silent  when 
she  is  in  the  right  than  when  she  is  in  the  wrong. 
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indifferent  to  his  own  wealth,  and  blind  to  the  poverty 
of  others.  He  remarked  an  hiatus,  not  indeed  in  his 
own  or  another's  shoe  or  stocking,  but  only  in  a  manu- 
script. An  inward  fire  made  this  fortunate  man  blind  to 
the  rotten  phosphorescent  wood  around  him ;  and  happy 
is  every  actor  in  the  school-drama  of  earth  in  whom  the 
higher  inner  delusion  conceals  or  compensates  the  outer 
delusion, — to  whom,  in  the  enthusiasm  inspired  by  his 
ipi ritual  character,  the  daubed  landscapes  of  the  theatre 
really  bloom  and  rustle  melodiously  beneath  the  rain- 
machine  of  peas,  and  who  is  not  awakened  by  the  chang- 
ing and  shifting  of  the  scenes. 

But  this  beautiful  blindness  of  the  Schulrath  occa- 
sioned great  distress  to  our  beloved  pair.  Their  little 
star,  which  was  to  have  lighted  them  to-day,  shot  down 
upon  the  earth,  and  melted  into  meteoric  sparks.  I  do 
not  blame  Stiefel,  —  though  he  had  no  eye,  he  had  an 
ear  for  misery  ;  —  but  before  you,  ye  great  and  rich,  who, 
helpless  in  the  honeycombs  of  your  enjoyment,  and  with 
clammy  wings  swimming  in  your  fluid  sugar  of  roses, 
find  it  so  difficult  to  stretch  forth  your  hands  and  take 
out  of  your  money-rolls  the  wages  of  those  who  helped 
to  fill  your  reservoirs  of  honey,  —  before  you  an  hour  of 
judgment  will  hereafter  appear,  and  ask  you,  whether  ye 
were  worthy  to  live,  not  to  speak  of  enjoying  ;  shunning, 
as  you  did,  even  the  slight  trouble  of  paying,  while  the 
poor  man  submitted  to  the  heavy  task  of  earning.  But 
ye  would  be  better,  if  ye  did  but  think  of  the  misery 
occasioned  among  the  poor  by  your  comfortable  indo- 
lence, and  unwillingness  to  open  a  roll  of  coin,  or  read  a 
short  account,  if  ye  were  to  picture  to  yourselves  the 
start  of  inconsolable  disappointment,  when  a  wife  sees 
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her  husband  return  home  without  wages,  and  the  want, 
and  the  blotting-out  of  so  many  hopes,  and  the  sorrowful 
days  of  a  whole  family. 

The  Advocate  of  the  Poor,  in  consequence  of  Stiefel's 
forgetfulness,  again  put  on  his  absurd  silvering  face,  and 
with  his  eyeglass  he  went  about  into  all  corners  as  a 
press-gang  for  furniture,  seeking  what  he  might  pre--. 
As  a  good  prince,  or  a  good  English  minister,  sits  up  at 
night  in  his  bed,  and,  supporting  his  head  on  his  elbow, 
ponders  on  what  articles  or  juicy  birch-tree  stems  he  may 
apply  the  wine-tap  of  a  new  tax  ;  or,  in  another  meta- 
phor, how  he  may  best  cut  the  peat  of  the  taxes,  thai 
neW  peat  may  speedily  grow  in  its  place  ;  thus  Siebenkäs. 
Provided  with  his  letter  of  marque,  he  reconnoitred 
every  flag  that  passed  before  him,  —  now  raising  his 
telescope  to  his  eye,  now  again  depressing  it.  He  shook 
the  paralytic  arms  of  an  old  chair  until  they  cracked 
again,  and  further  proved  it  by  sitting  down  in  it,  and 
then  getting  up.  I  must  here  make  a  break  in  my 
periods,  to  mention,  en  passant,  that  Lenette  perfectly 
well  understood  what  all  this  dangerous  conscription  and 
measuring  of  the  children  of  the  land  meant,  and  that, 
with  Job-like  lamentations,  she  protested  without  ceasing 
against  this  game  of  forfeits. 

He  next  lifted  down  from  its  hook  an  old  mirror  in 
a  gilt  frame,  ornamented  with  carved  foliage,  which  was 
suspended  in  their  chamber  opposite  the  green  trellis- 
bed,  examined  its  wooden  case  and  the  back,  pushed  the 
glass  up  and  down  a  little,  and  then  hung  it  up  again  to 
its  place ;  an  old  andiron  he  did  not  touch  at  all ;  from 
a  porcelain  butter-boat  in  the  shape  of  a  cow,  according 
to  the  plastic  humor  of  the  day,  he  merely  lifted  off  the 
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back,  and  contented  himself  with  looking  in,  placing  it 
afterwards,  empty  and  full  of  dust,  as  an  ornament  on 
the  chimney-piece.  He  weighed  somewhat  longer,  and 
in  both  hands,  a  spice-mortar,  and  put  it  back  again  into 
the  cupboard.  His  looks  grew  every  moment  more 
dangerous  and  merry.  He  next  drew  out,  with  both 
hands,  a  drawer  of  the  clothes-press,  pushed  aside  some 
table-napkins  and  a  wreath  of  artificial  flowers,  and  was 
about  to  take  a  closer  inspection  of  a  striped,  calico 
mourning-gown  .  .  .  but  here  Lenette  flew  out,  pounced 
upon  his  arm,  and  exclaimed,  "  Why  not,  indeed  !  please 
God,  it  sha'n't  come  to  that !  "  . 

He  coolly  shut  the  drawer ;  and  again  opening  the 
cupboard,  lifted  the  mortar  carefully  upon  the  table. 
"  Well,  it 's  all  one  to  me,"  said  he ;  "  then  the  mortar 
may  dance  away." 

By  covering  this  bell  of  shame  with  his  whole  hand 
as  with  a  damper,  he  was  able  to  draw  out  the  pestle 
without  any  sound.  He  well  knew  that  she  would 
rather  pawn  the  dress  of  her  soul  than  the  striped  dress 
of  that  dress,  and,  like  the  court  of  Eome,  he  purposely 
made  a  move,  as  if  to  demand  the  whole  hand,  in  order 
that  he  might  the  more  easily  obtain  a  finger,  namely, 
the  mortar.  He  cherished  the  hope  too,  that,  by  con- 
tinually repeating  his  assertion,  he  would  make  up  for  a 
deficiency  of  reasons,  and  that,  by  frequently  bringing 
forward  the  bugbear  and  hobgoblin,  he  would  accustom 
Lenette  to  it  by  degrees,  —  I  mean,  to  the  pawning  of  the 
striped  calico  dress  ;  he  therefore  commenced  thus :  — 

"  True  enough,  we  have,  year  out  and  year  in,  little 
to  pound,  except  when  we  kill  the  quarter  of  a  fattened 
beast,  but  I  should  like  to  know  for  what  purpose  the 
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striped  calico  gown  is  preserved.  You  can  only  put  it 
on  once,  and  that  is  when  I  am  dead.  Lenette  !  that 
goes  to  my  heart ;  turn  the  gown  into  cash,  —  cast  it  off, 
—  I  will  add  from  my  own  wardrobe  two  pah*  of  mourn- 
ing buckles,  with  which  I  trust  I  may  never  have  to 
buckle  anything  again." 

She  stormed  without  bounds,  and  preached  with  all 
the  good  sense  in  the  world  against  thoughtless,  dis- 
orderly householders  ;  for  she  now  began  to  fear  that  he 
would  eventually  lead  all  the  pieces  of  furniture,  which 
he  had  felt  and  valued  to-day  like  a  butcher,  one  after  the 
other  to  the  slaughter-house,  and,  mercy  on  us  !  even  the 
striped  calico  gown. 

"  I  will  rather  suffer  hunger,"  said  she,  "  than  throw 
away  the  mortar  for  an  old  song.  The  Schulrath  is 
coming  to-morrow  evening,  and  he  will  bring  you  the 
money  for  the  two  reviews." 

"  There  is  some  sense  in  that,"  he  replied  ;  and  carry- 
ing the  pestle  of  the  mortar  horizontally  with  both  hands 
into  his  bedchamber,  he  laid  it  upon  Lenette's  pillow. 
He  next  carried  the  mortar,  the  socket  of  the  axle,  sep- 
arately, after  it,  and  deposited  it  upon  his  own.  "  If  the 
folks  should  hear  it  ring,"  said  he,  "  as  we  have  nothing 
to  pound  in  it,  they  will  think  we  want  to  turn  it  into 
silver,  and  I  should  not  like  that." 

Their  united  central  treasury,  which  was  preserved 
in  his  green  and  yellow  purse,  and  in  her  own  large 
money-pocket,  which  she  wore  attached  to  her  girdle, 
amounted  to  about  three  groschen  of  good  money.  A 
loaf  of  bread  was  to  be  bought  for  the  evening  with  one 
groschen,  and  the  remainder  of  the  metallic  seed  was  to 
be  sown  on  the  morrow  for  breakfast  and  dinner.  The 
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errand-girl  went  out  to  fetch  the  bread,  but  returned 
with  the  Job's  news,  that,  at  this  late  hour,  there  was 
nothing  to  be  had  in  all  the  bakers'  shops  but  two- 
groschen  loaves ;  her  father,  the  cobbler  Fecht,  had  also 
been  unable  to  procure  one.  This  was  fortunate ;  for 
the  Advocate  could  enter  into  partnership  with  the 
cobbler,  and,  by  clubbing  their  money  together,  the  two 
associes  could  easily  procure  a  two-groschen  loaf.  The 
Fechte  were  asked  to  consent :  the  cobbler,  who  made 
no  secret  of  his  daily  bankruptcy,  answered,  "  With  all 
his  heart.  Damn  it  (God  forgive  him  !)  if  he  and  his 
ragamuffins  had  gnawed  anything  this  blessed  day,  or 
had  put  anything  into  their  mouths  but  packthread." 
In  short,  the  union  of  the  learned  etat  with  the  tiers  etat 
removed  the  bread-famine ;  and  the  two  confederates 
weighed  upon  a  just  scale,  in  which  the  bread  was  at 
the  same  time  the  weight  and  thing  weighed,  the  broken 
loaf  into  two  equal  shares.  Ah,  ye  rich  !  ye  little  know, 
comfortably  seated  in  your  chariots  laden  with  breafl 
from  heaven,  how  indispensable  small  weights  are  to 
poverty ;  ye  little  know  the  necessity  of  apothecaries' 
scales,  farthing  loaves,  a  meal  for  eight  kreuzers,  the 
washing  of  the  shirt  in  the  interval  of  dinner  included,* 
and  how  important  is  a  trade  in  slices  of  bread,  where 
simple  scraps  and  black  bread-powder  may  be  bought 
for  money,!  and  how  the  joyful  evening  of  a  family 
depends  on  the  fact  that  your  hundred-weights  are  on 
sale  in  lots  of  half  an  ounce. 

Their  meal  made  our  pair  satisfied  and  happy;  Le- 

*  There  are  such  restaurateurs  for  beggars  in  London, 
t  A  considerable  trade  is  carried  on  in  Paris  with  the  crumbs  that 
fall  from  the  tables  of  the  rich,  and  with  bread-powder. 
11* 
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nette  was  complacent,  because  she  had  had  her  will.  At 
night  the  Advocate  of  the  Poor  deposited  the  waiting 
pledge  upon  a  soft  chair.  On  the  morrow  she  facilitated 
his  writing  by  her  stillness  ;  and  it  was  a  good  sign,  that 
she  did  not  cany  back  the  mortar  from  the  chamber  into 
the  cupboard.  Siebenkäs  in  the  mean  time  amused  him- 
self by  shooting  all  sorts  of  questions  in  parabolas  out  of 
this  bomb-mortar  ;  for  he  knew  for  certain  that  to-day  or 
to-morrow  this  Loretto  and  harmonica  bell  must  march 
over  the  border  for  a  small  drawback,  —  but  a  woman 
always  likes  to  wait  until  the  last  extremity. 

In  the  evening  Pelzstiefel  knocked  at  the  door.  It  was 
ridiculous,  and  yet  at  the  same  time  natural,  to  expect 
that  the  very  first  thing  the  editor  of  the  "  Gods'  Messen- 
ger "  would  bring  would  be  the  wages  of  the  Advocate's 
critical  labors,  that  a  lighted  candle  and  a  full  glass  of  beer 
at  least  might  be  set  before  the  editor.  There  is  nothing 
that  surpasses  the  misery  of  such  a  feeling  of  anxiety,  for 
s^ime  at  once  snaps  asunder  all  the  springs  in  a  man's 
being.  Siebenkäs  did  not  trouble  himself  about  it,  for  he 
knew  that  Stiefel  took  no  notice  of  it ;  but  poor  Lenette 
blushed  so  much  the  more  on  account  of  her  very  love  to 
Stiefel.  At  length  the  Schulrath  drew  out  of  his  pocket 
—  all  expected  the  appearance  of  the  review-money  — 
nothing  but  his  rappee-mill  or  snuff-grater,  and  put  his 
hand  again  into  his  pocket  for  half  a  stick  of  rappee  to  set 
on  his  hatchel ;  but  he  had  already  rubbed  it  all  up,  and 
he  therefore  thrust  his  hand  into  his  breeches-pocket  for 
money  to  buy  a  new  one. 

"  Why,  positively,"  he  said,  —  and  here  he  swore  an 
oatli  for  which  in  England  he  would  have  had  to  pay  a 
fine,  — "  he  had  not  only  sent  his  purse  along  with  his 
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breeches  (his  plush  ones),  in  his  stupidity,  to  the  tailor, — 
but  also  the  little  packet  of  review-money,  ready  counted 
out.  It  was  not  the  first  time,"  he  continued,  "and 
luckily  the  master-tailor  was  an  honest  man,  —  but  the 
fact  was,  that  he  had  never  got  by  heart  the  contents  of 
his  purse." 

With  a  perfectly  unconscious  air  he  begged  Lenette  to 
procure  him  a  stick  of  rappee,  adding,  he  would  return 
the  loan  to-morrow,  together  with  the  wages  of  learning. 

"  And,"  added  Siebenkäs,  roguishly,  "  send  at  the  same 
time  for  some  beer,  dearest." 

He  then  placed  himself  with  Pelzstiefel  at  the  window, 
but  he  could  very  well  hear  the  poor  woman,  whose  heart 
was  oppressed  with  sighs,  and  who  underwent  the  peine 
forte  et  dure,  sneak  into  the  bed-chamber,  and  noiselessly 
lift  the  spice-Dutchman  (rag-pounder)  from  the  chair  into 
her  apron. 

After  the  lapse  of  a  long  half-hour,  rappee,  beer,  money, 
and  joy  at  length  entered  the  room,  —  the  bell-food  of  * 
the  mortar  was  converted  into  a  better  food  for  the 
stomach  ;  and  this  bell  had  been,  so  to  say,  the  little  bell 
of  transformation,  which  not  only  announced  a  transub- 
stantiation  or  change  of  the  bread,  as  with  the  Papists, 
but  had  undergone  one  itself.  This  spice-tan-mill  was 
speedily  transmuted  into  saw-blades  for  the  saw-mill  of 
the  Schulrath.  Their  blood  now  no  longer  ran  chafing 
between  cliffs  and  stones,  but  flowed  waveless  along  mead- 
ows and  over  little  silver  sands  of  life.  Such  is  man ! 
in  great  affliction,  he  is  elevated  by  the  first  glad  minute ; 
in  great  happiness,  the  most  distant  sad  one,  even  while 
yet  beneath  the  horizon,  casts  him  down.  No  great  man, 
who  has  at  his  command  kitchen-purveyors,  cellarers, 
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»  capon-stuffers,  and  confectioners,  is  refreshed  by  the 
pleasure  of  entertaining  or  being  entertained  ;  he  neither 
receives  nor  gives  thanks  :  but  the  poor  host,  who  halves 
his  loaf  and  his  can  with  his  poor  guest,  is  united  to  him 
by  a  mutual  bond  of  gratitude. 

The  evening  bound  up  with  a  soft  bandage  the  morn- 
ing of  pain;  the  poppy-juice  of  sixty  drops  of  joy  was 
mixed  up  with  every  hour,  and  they  were  gently  soothed 
and  exhilarated  by  the  medicine.  Siebenkäs  gave  the 
good  old  friend  of  the  family  at  his  departure  a  hearty 
and  grateful  embrace  for  his  cheering  visit,  while  Lenette 
stood  by  with  the  candle  in  her  hand.  Her  husband,  in 
order  to  afford  her  a  slight  compensation  for  having  to-day 
pounded  her  little  fit  of  obstinacy  to  atoms  in  the  mortar, 
said  to  her,  in  an  off-hand  and  cheerful  manner,  "  Give 
him  one  too  !  " 

Blushes  overspread  her  cheeks  like  a  flame,  and  she 
bent  back  her  head  as  though  she  had  already  a  mouth 
to  avoid.  It  was  evident  that,  had  she  not  had  to  play 
the  part  of  torch-bearer,  she  would  have  run  away  into 
her  chamber.  The  Schulrath  stood  before  her  beaming 
with  friendliness,  somewhat  like  a  white  winter  snow- 
scene  beneath  the  sun's  kiss.  At  last  he  felt  hurt  by 
his  fruitless  expectation,  and  the  premature  bending  back 
of  her  head.  Offended,  but  still  with  the  same  friendly 
radiance,  he  asked,  "  Am  I  not,  then,  worth  a  kiss,  Mrs. 
Advocate  ?  " 

Her  husband  answered  for  her :  "  You  surely  don't 
expect  her  to  give  it  ?  —  why,  she  would  set  her  hair  and 
all  on  fire  with  the  candle ! " 

Hereupon  Pelzstiefel  inclined  himself  slowly,  deliber- 
ately, and  commandingly  over  the  illumined  mouth,  and 
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set  his  burning  lips  on  hers,  like  one  half  of  a  stick  of 
dropping  sealing-wax  upon  the  other.  Lenette  afforded 
him  more  space  by  bending  back  her  head  ;  nevertheless, 
it  must  be  confessed,  that,  though  she  held  out  her  left  arm 
far  in  the  air  for  fear  of  fire,  she  did  as  much  as  she 
could,  for  fear  of  another  nearer  fire,  to  push  back  the 
Schulrath  politely  with  the  right.  Even  after  his  depart- 
ure she  seemed  a  little  embarrassed  ;  her  walk  had  some- 
thing of  a  floating  motion,  as  though  she  were  buoyed  on 
the  wings  of  a  great  rapture :  the  evening  red  still  main- 
tained its  station  on  her  cheeks,  even  after  the  moon  was 
high  in  the  heavens  ;  her  eyes  glistened,  though  fixed  on 
vacancy,  her  smiles  came  sooner  than  her  words,  and  she 
spoke  little.  There  was  not  a  thought  of  the  spice-mor- 
tar ;  everything  she  touched  was  handled  more  gently 
and  softly,  and  she  looked  several  times  out  of  the  win- 
dow up  into  the  sky.  She  had  no  longer  any  desire  to 
eat  of  the  two-groschen  loaf,  and  drank  no  beer,  but  only 
a  few  extra  glasses  of  wrater.  Any  one  else,  myself  for 
instance,  would  have  sworn  he  saw  a  girl  hovering  before 
him  who  had  this  day  received  the  first  kiss  from  her  lover. 

Nor  should  I  have  repented  of  my  oath,  had  I  seen,  on 
the  following  morning,  the  sudden  aurora  that  illumined 
Lenette's  countenance  on  the  arrival  of  the  money  for  the 
reviews  and  the  rappee.  It  was  a  wonder  and  a  polite- 
ness that  Pelzstiefel  had  not  forgotten  to  return  the  loan 
made  to  his  tobacco-scraper ;  little  debts  of  two  and  three 
groschen  always  escaped  his  memory.  But  the  rich,  who 
always  carry  less  money  about  with  them  than  the  poor, 
and  therefore  borrow  of  the  latter,  should  engrave  such 
little  debts  on  a  tablet  of  memory  in  their  heads,  because 
it  is  unjust  to  break  into  the  purse  of  a  poor  devil,  who 
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besides  gets  no  thanks  for  the  groschen  that  falls  into  the 
stream  of  Lethe. 

I  would  give  two  sheets  of  this  manuscript  if  the  shoot- 
ing-day were  but  come,  —  were  it  only  because  the  good 
married  pair  build  so  much  upon  it  and  its  bird-pole ;  for 
the  position  of  these  poor  people  is  hourly  becoming  more 
cruel ;  the  days  of  their  fate  go  hand  in  hand  with  those 
of  the  almanac  from  October  to  November,  that  is,  from 
the  after-summer  to  the  early  winter,  and  their  moral 
frosts  and  nights  keep  pace  with  those  of  nature.  But  I 
will  continue  in  order. 

On  the  whole,  the  month  of  November,  which  is  so 
fatal  to  the  British,  is  the  worst  month  of  the  year,  and 
for  my  part  I  should  like  to  have  a  winter-sleep  until  the 
beginning  of  December.  The  November  of  '85  had,  in 
the  commencement  of  his  reign,  a  terrible  piping  breath ; 
his  hand  was  as  cold  as  that  of  death,  and  he  had  a  most 
unpleasant  cloudy  weeping  fistula,  —  in  short,  he  was 
perfectly  unendurable. 

The  northeast  wind,  which  we  hear  with  such  pleasure 
tripping  behind  our  ears  in  summer,  as  a  herald  of  settled 
weather,  only  brings  us  in  autumn  a  settled  cold.  The 
weathercock  was  a  flag  of  sorrow  to  our  married  couple. 
They  did  not  indeed  go  out,  like  the  poor  day-laborers, 
writh  baskets  and  barrows  into  the  forest  to  gather  the 
twigs  and  scattered  branches  that  had  fallen  from  the 
trees  ;  but  they  bought  this  fuel,  which  had  first  to  be 
dried  by  another  fire,  from  the  gleaners  by  weight,  as 
though  it  were  Indian  wood. 

But  the  damp,  cold  weather  did  not  affect  the  purse  of 
the  Advocate  half  so  much  as  it  affected  his  stoicism,  for 
he  could  no  longer  run  out  and  ascend  a  mountain,  and 
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gazing  around  seek  in  the  heavens  that  which  consoles 
the  care-worn  man,  that  which  precipitates  the  fogs  of 
life,  and  which  at  least  shows  us  behind  a  glistening  fog- 
bank  the  guiding  nebula.  At  other  seasons,  when  he 
ascended  the  Rabenstein,  or  other  mountain,  the  aurora 
of  the  sun  of  happiness  arose  beaming  above  the  horizon. 
The  pains  and  sorrows  of  this  earthly  existence  lay  dart- 
ing about,  like  other  vipers,  only  in  clefts  and  hollows, 
and  no  rattlesnake  with  its  fangs  could  rear  itself  up  to 
his  mountain.  Ah  !  there,  in  the  open  air,  —  there,  in 
the  neighborhood  of  the  ocean  of  life,  stretched  out  into 
infinity,  and  near  the  sublime  heavens,  —  there  the  blue 
coal-smoke  of  our  suffocating  day  sinks  down  far  beneath 
us ;  our  cares  there  fall  from  the  bleeding  bosom  like 
leeches  ;  there  the  sufferer,  lifted  up  for  a  season,  stretches 
out  his  scarred  unchained  arms  into  the  pure  ether,  as 
though  he  would  fly,  and  seeks  to  embrace  with  them  all 
that  reposes  above  him ;  he  stretches  them  out,  like  a  re- 
turning child,  to  the  infinite  invisible  Father,  and  to  Na- 
ture, his  visible  mother,  and  exclaims,  "  O,  take  not  this 
solace  away  from  me  when  I  am  again  down  there  among 
the  sorrows  and  the  fogs  !  " 

Hence  it  is  that  the  imprisoned  and  the  sick  are  so 
unhappy  in  their  riveted  chains  ;  they  remain  shut  up  in 
their  dungeons,  and  only  gaze  on  the  mountains  from 
afar,  whence,  as  from  those  of  polar  lands,  on  summer 
midnights,  we  see  the  sun  gleaming  in  the  deep  with  a 
mild  and  as  it  were  slumbering  countenance. 

But  in  such  bad  weather,  which  confined  him  to  the 
house,  if  he  could  not  enjoy  the  consolation  of  feeling 
which  blooms  beneath  the  open  sky,  he  was  permitted  at 
least  to  enjoy  the  consolation  of  reason,  which  flourishes 
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ill  the  flower-pots  of  the  room.  His  greatest  consolation, 
which  I  recommend  to  every  one,  was  this :  Man  lies 
under  the  yoke  of  a  twofold  necessity  ;  that  of  the  day, 
which  he  bears  without  murmur,  and  that  of  the  year, 
which,  though  more  rare,  he  cannot  endure  without 
wrangling  and  complaint.  The  daily  and  ever-renewed 
necessity  is,  that  no  wheat  grows  in  winter ;  that  we  are 
not  gifted  with  wings,  like  so  many  of  the  animal  tribe ; 
that  we  cannot  set  our  foot  upon  the  ring-shaped  moun- 
tains of  the  moon,  and  thence  gaze  on  the  descending  sun 
gloriously  illumining  the  mile-deep  abysses.  The  yearly 
and  more,  rare  necessity  is,  that  it  rains  when  the  corn  is 
in  blossom ;  that  we  cannot  wralk  conveniently  in  many 
a  marshy  meadow  of  earth  ;  and  that  occasionally,  be- 
cause of  corns  or  our  want  of  shoes,  we  cannot  walk  at 
all.  But  the  yearly  necessity  is,  in  fact,  as  great  as  the 
daily  one ;  and  it  is  just  as  foolish  to  resist  and  murmur 
at  a  paralysis  of  the  limbs,  as  at  our  want  of  wings.  All 
the  past,  and  this  alone  is  the  subject  of  our  sorrow,  is 
so  much  a  matter  of  iron  necessity,  that  in  the  eyes  of  a 
superior  being  it  is  an  equal  folly,  on  the  part  of  an 
apothecary,  whether  he  complain  of  his  shop  having 
been  burnt  down,  or  of  his  inability  to  go  botanizing  in 
the  moon,  though  in  the  phials  there  he  would  find  many 
things  which  are  wanting  in  his. 

I  will  here  insert  a  little  extra  leaf  upon  the  consola- 
tions in  our  windy,  cold,  damp  life.  Let  those  who  are 
exceedingly  vexed,  and  almost  inconsolable,  at  this  short 
digression,  seek  their  consolation  in  the 

Extra  Leaf  on  Consolation. 
A  time  will  come,  that  is,  must  come,  when  we  shall 
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be  commanded  by  morality  not  only  to  cease  tormenting 
others,  but  also  ourselves.  A  time  must  come  when  man, 
even  on  earth,  shall  wipe  away  most  of  his  tears,  were  it 
only  from  pride. 

Nature,  indeed,  draws  tears  out  of  the  eyes,  and 
sighs  out  of  the  breast,  so  quickly,  that  the  wise  man 
can  never  wholly  lay  aside  the  garb  of  mourning  from 
his  body  ;  but  let  his  soul  wear  none.  For  it  is  ever  a 
merit  to  bear  a  small  suffering  with  cheerfulness,  so  must 
the  calm  and  patient  endurance  of  the  worst  be  a  merit, 
and  will  only  differ  in  being  a  greater  one  ;  as  the  same 
reason  which  is  valid  for  the  forgiveness  of  small  injuries 
is  equally  valid  for  the  forgiveness  of  the  greatest. 

The  first  thing  that  we  have  to  contend  against  and 
despise,  in  sorrow  as  in  anger,  is  its  poisonous,  enervating 
sweetness,  which  we  are  so  loath  to  exchange  for  the 
labor  of  consoling  ourselves,  and  to  drive  away  by  the 
effort  of  reason. 

We  must  not  exact  of  philosophy,  that  with  one 
stroke  of  the  pen  it  shall  reverse  the  transformation  of 
Rubens,  who,  with  one  stroke  of  his  brush,  changed  a 
laughing  child  into  a  weeping  one.  It  is  enough  if  it 
change  the  full  mourning  of  the  soul  into  half-mourning ; 
it  is  enough  if  I  can  say  to  myself,  —  I  will  be  content  to 
endure  the  sorrow  that  philosophy  has  left  me ;  without 
it,  it  would  be  greater,  and  the  gnat's  bite  would  be  a 
wasp's  sting. 

Even  physical  pain  shoots  its  sparks  upon  us  out  of 
the  electrical  condenser  of  the  imagination.  We  could 
endure  the  most  acute  pangs  calmly,  if  they  only  lasted 
the  sixtieth  part  of  a  second ;  but,  in  fact,  we  never  have 
to  endure  an  hour  of  pain,  but  only  a  succession  of  the 
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sixtieth  parts  of  a  second,  the  sixty  beams  of  which  are 
collected  into  the  burning  focus  of  a  second,  and  directed 
upon  our  nerves  by  the  imagination  alone.  The  most 
painful  part  of  our  ])odily  pain  is  that  which  is  bodiless, 
or  immaterial,  namely,  our  impatience,  and  the  delusion 
that  it  will  last  forever. 

There  is  many  a  loss  over  which  we  all  know  for 
certain  that  we  shall  no  longer  grieve  in  twenty  —  ten  — 
two  years.  Why  do  we  not  say  to  ourselves  :  I  will  at 
once  then,  to-day,  throw  away  an  opinion  which  I  shall 
abandon  in  twenty  years  ?  Why  should  I  be  able  to 
abandon  errors  of  twenty  years'  standing,  and  not  of 
twenty  hours  ? 

*  When  I  awake  from  a  dream  which  an  Otaheite  has 
painted  for  me  on  the  dark  ground  of  the  night,  and  find 
the  flowery  land  melted  away,  I  scarcely  sigh,  thinking 
to  myself,  "  It  was  only  a  dream."  Why  is  it  that  if  I 
had  really  possessed  this  island  while  awake,  and  it  had 
been  swallowed  up  by  an  earthquake,  why  is  it  that  I 
do  not  then  exclaim,  "  The  island  was  only  a  dream  "  ? 
Wherefore  am  I  more  inconsolable  at  the  loss  of  a 
longer  dream  than  at  the  loss  of  a  shorter,  —  for  that  is 
the  difference ;  and  why  does  man  find  a  great  loss  less 
probable  and  less  a  matter  of  necessity,  when  it  occurs, 
than  a  small  one  ? 

The  reason  is,  that  every  sentiment  and  every  emo- 
tion is  mad,  and  exacts  and  builds  its  own  world.  A  man 
can  vex  himself  that  it  is  already,  or  only,  twelve  o'clock. 
What  folly  !  The  mood  not  only  exacts  its  own  world, 
its  own  individual  *  consciousness,  but  its  own  time.  I 
beg  every  one  to  let  his  passions,  for  once,  speak  out 

*  "  Sein  eigues  ich."  — Tk. 
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plainly  within  himself,  and  to  probe  and  question  them 
to  the  bottom,  as  to  what  they  really  desire.  He  will  be 
terror-struck  at  the  enormity  of  these  hitherto  only  half- 
muttered  wishes.  Anger  wishes  that  all  mankind  had 
only  one  neck  ;  love,  that  it  had  only  one  heart ;  grief, 
two  tear-glands  ;  pride,  two  bent  knees. 

When  I  read  in  Widman's  "  Court  Chronicle  "  of  the 
terrible  bloody  times  of  the  Thirty  Years'  War,  and  as  it 
were  lived  them  over  again;  when  I  heard  once  more 
the  cries  of  the  tortured  for  help,  as  they  struggled  in 
the  Danube-whirlpools  of  their  age,  and  again  beheld 
the  clasping  of  hands,  and  the  delirious  wandering  to 
and  fro  on  the  severed  pillars  of  the  crumbling  bridges, 
against  which  struck  foaming  billows  and  fiercely-driven 
fields  of  ice,  —  and  thus  reflected,  "  All  the  waves  have 
subsided,  the  ice  has  melted,  the  storm  is  mute,  and  the 
human  beings  also,  with  their  sighs,"  —  I  was  filled  with  a 
peculiar  melancholy  feeling  of  consolation  for  all  times  ; 
and  I  asked,  "  Was  and  is,  then,  this  fleeting  misery 
beneath  the  churchyard-gate  of  life,  which  three  steps 
into  the  nearest  cavern  could  put  an  end  to,  worth  all 
this  cowardly  lamentation  ? "  Verily,  if  there  be,  as  I 
believe  there  is,  true  constancy  under  an  eternal  sorrow, 
then  is  patience  under  a  fleeting  one  scarcely  worthy  of 
the  name. 

A  great  and  unmerited  national  calamity  should  not 
humble  us,  as  the  theologians  demand,  but  rather  make 
us  proud.  When  the  long  heavy  sword  of  war  falls 
upon  humanity,  and  when  a  thousand  pale  hearts  are 
riven  and  bleeding ;  or  when,  on  a  blue  serene  evening, 
the  hot  smoky  cloud  of  a  city,  cast  on  the  funereal  pyre, 
hangs  darkly  on  the  sky,  —  as  though  it  were.the  cloud 
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of  ashes  of  a  thousand  consumed  hearts  and  joys,  —  then 
be  thy  spirit  lifted  up  in  pride,  and  let  it  contemn  the 
tear  and  that  for  which  it  falls,  Baying,  "  Thou  art  much 
too  insignificant,  thou  every-day  life,  for  the  inconsolable- 
ness  of  an  immortal,  —  thou  tattered,  misshapen,  whole- 
sale existence !  Upon  this  sphere,  which  is  rounded 
with  the  ashes  of  thousands  of  years,  amid  the  storms 
of  earth,  made  up  of  vapors,  it  is  a  disgrace  that  the 
sigh  should  only  be  dissipated  together  with  the  bosom 
that  gives  it  birth,  and  not  sooner ;  and  that  the  tear 
should  not  perish  except  with  the  eye  whence  it  flows." 

But  then,  moderate  thy  sublime  indignation,  and  put 
this  question  to  thyself :  If  the  hidden  Infinite  One,  who 
is  encompassed  by  gleaming  abysses  without  bounds,  and 
who  himself  creates  the  bounds,  were  now  to  lay  immen- 
sity open  to  thy  view,  and  to  reveal  himself  to  thee  in 
his  distribution  of  the  suns,  the  lofty  spirits,  the  little 
human  hearts,  and  our  days  and  some  tears  therein,  — 
wouldst  thou  rise  up  out  of  thy  dust  against  him,  and  say, 
"  Almighty  !  be  other  than  thou  art !  " 

But  be  one  sorrow  alone  forgiven  thee,  or  made  good 
to  thee,  —  the  sorrow  for  thy  dead  ones  ;  for  this  sweet 
sorrow  for  the  lost  is  itself  but  another  form  of  consola- 
tion. When  the  heart  is  full  of  longing  for  them,  it  is 
but  another  mode  of  continuing  to  love  them  ;  and  we 
shed  tears  as  well  when  we  think  of  their  departure,  as 
when  we  picture  to  ourselves  our  joyful  reunion,  —  and 
the  tears,  methinks,  differ  not. 
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CONCLUDED. 

The  Striped  Calico  Gown.  —  New  Pledges.  —  Christian  Neg- 
lect of  the  Study  op  Judaism.  —  The  Leathern  Helping 
Hand  from  the  Clouds.  —  The  Auction. 

the  seventh  chapter  will  be  held  the  St. 
Andrew's  shooting-match.  The  present  one 
completes  the  wintry,  thorny  interval  up  to  that 
period,  or  the  wolf-month  with  its  wolfish 
hunger.  Siebenkäs  would  have  been  indignant  could  any 
one  have  told  him  beforehand  with  what  feelings  of  com- 
passion I  should  have  described  the  nourishing  season  of 
his  active  trade,  and  with  what  pity  it  would  be  read  by 
millions  of  men  in  all  times.  He  demanded  no  compas 
sion,  but  said,  "  If  I  am  cheerful,  why  do  you  pity  me  ?  " 

The  pieces  of  furniture  which  he  had  lately  touched 
as  with  the  hand  of  death,  or  notched  with  the  forest- 
hammer  of  his  hand,  were  cut  down  and  gradually  car- 
ried off.  The  flower-ornamented  mirror,  which,  fortu- 
nately, could  not  behold  itself  in  any  other,  was  first 
tolled  out  of  the  house  by  the  death  or  vesper-bell, 
covered  by  the  pall  of  an  apron.  Before  he  took  his 
station  in  the  train  of  this  dance  of  death,  he  proposed 
a  substitute  to  Lenette,  —  the  mourning-gown  of  striped 
calico,  —  in  order  to  accustom  her  to  it.     It  was  the 
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"  Censeo  Carthaginem  dele?idam"  (I  vote  for  the  destruc- 
tion of  Carthage),  which  old  Cato  appended  to  every 
speech  he  uttered  in  the  Senate. 

Soon  afterwards  the  old  arm-chair,  unlike  that  of 
Shakespeare,  which  was  weighed  out  by  the  ounce  like 
saffron  or  in  carats,  was  got  rid  of  at  once  ;  and  the 
andiron,  a  rafter  for  fire-wood,  went  along  with  it  for  com- 
pany's sake.  Siebenkäs  was  prudent  enough  to  say 
previously,  "  Censeo  Carthaginem  delendam"  that  is, 
"  Would  it  not  be  better  to  pawn  the  striped  calico 
gown  ?  " 

They  could  scarcely  subsist  two  days  on  the  andiron 
and  the  chair. 

The  alchemistical  transmutation  of  metals  was  next 
tried  upon  the  shaving-basin,  which  was  converted  into 
table-food  and  pocket-money.  Of  course  he  did  not 
omit  to  say,  "  Censeo"  It  is  scarcely  necessary  for  me 
to  mention  how  little  fruit  resulted  from  a  branch  of 
trade  which  was  more  of  a  wooden  than  a  fruit-bearing 
branch. 

The  meagre  porcelain  cow,  or  butter-bowl,  could 
scarcely  be  expected  to  serve  as  their  nourishing  milch- 
cow  more  than  one  day  after  its  sale,  even  though  it  was 
accompanied  by  seven  potentates,  namely,  their  wretched 
prints,  which  were  thrown  into  the  bargain  as  a  gift,  for 
which  the  huckster-woman  added  some  melted  butter. 
He  therefore  said  previously,  "  Censeo" 

Many  of  my  readers  must  recollect  that  when  he 
lately  distributed  notices  of  death  among  the  several 
pieces  of  furniture,  he  took  no  particular  note  of  the 
napkins,  which  lay  in  close  neighborhood  to  the  striped 
calico  gown  ;  but  he  now  became  a  bird  of  death  ami 
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gallows-pater  to  these  also,  and,  with  the  exception  of 
a  few,  rooted  them  all  out.  After  they  were  gone  he 
observed,  shortly  before  St.  Martin's  day,  that  the  nap- 
kin-press was  still  left  behind  ;  but  he  could  not  see  for 
the  life  of  him  what  it  had  to  do  now  that  it  had  nothing 
to  press. 

"  If  it  so  happens,"  continued  he  more  cheerfully, 
"the  press  may  just  as  well  obtain  leave  of  absence, 
until  we  ourselves  come  forth  smooth  out  of  the  mangle, 
oil-  and  cloth-press  of  Destiny,  and  can  stick  the  return- 
ing napkins  into  our  button-holes." 

At  first  he  had  intended  to  have  reversed  the  funeral 
procession,  and  have  sent  the  press  as  forerunner  and 
foredancer  in  advance  of  the  napkins.  He  would  then 
merely  have  reversed  his  syllogism,  thus  :  "  I  don't  see 
what  we  are  to  do  with  the  napkins,  nor  how  we  are  to 
keep  them  smooth  until  we  have  the  press  back  again." 

I  am  firmly  convinced,  that  most  of  my  female  readers 
will  here  strike  their  hands  together  over  their  heads, 
like  Lenette,  at  my  trade-consul  Siebenkäs  and  at  his 
Hanseatic  treaty  with  every  one  who  was  willing  to 
buy,  and  that  they  will  join  in  her  exclamation :  "  The 
thoughtless  man  !  in  this  way  he  must  become  a  beggar  ! 
the  beautiful  furniture  ! !  "  Firmian  always  answered  : 
"  Shall  I  then  kneel,  and  howl,  and  tear  my  coat  for 
grief,  like  a  Jew,  —  my  coat  which  is  already  torn,  —  and 
pluck  out  my  hair,  which  is  often  plucked  out  by  sor- 
row, as  it  is,  in  a  single  night  ?  Is  not  your  howling 
sufficient?  are  you  not  my  appointed prcefica  and  mourn- 
ing w^mian  ?  Wife  !  I  swear  to  you,  and  as  sure  as  if 
I   were   standing  on  pigs'  bristles,*  that  if  God,  who 

*  A  Jew  was  formei-ly  obliged  to  stand  upon  a  pig's  skin  while  tak- 
ing an  oath. 
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has  made  me  so  merry,  will  have  it  so,  —  if  he  will 
have  it  that  I  shall  go  about  the  town  with  eighty 
thousand  holes  in  my  coat,  and  without  soles  to  my 
stockings  and  boots,  —  if  I  am  always  to  get  poorer  and 
poorer,  (here  his  eyes  grew  moist  and  his  voice  faltered 
in  spite  of  himself,)  then  may  the  Devil  take  me  and 
beat  me  to  death  with  the  tassel  of  his  tail,  if  I  don't 
laugh  and  sing  to  it ;  and  whoever  pities  me,  I  '11  tell  him 
to  his  face,  he  is  a  fool.  By  Heaven  !  the  Apostles,  and 
Diogenes,  and  Epictetus,  and  Socrates,  had  seldom  a 
whole  coat  on  their  bodies,  a  shirt  never  ;  and  shall  one 
of  us  in  this  little-town  age  suffer  a  gray  hair  to  grow 
about  it?"  Right,  my  Firmian,  despise  the  narrow 
sack-heart  of  the  great  clothes-moths,  the  human  furni- 
ture-worms around  thee.  And  ye,  poor  devils,  who  may 
happen  just  now  to  be  reading  me,  whether  ye  dwell  in 
academies,  or  clerks'  offices,  or  curacies ;  who  perchance 
have  not  a  whole  hat,  or  at  least  not  a  black  one,  to  put 
on  ;  raise  yourselves  above  the  effeminate  days  that  you 
live  in,  by  comparing  them  with  the  times  of  Grecian 
and  Roman  greatness,  when  a  noble  man  was  without 
shame,  destitute  both  of  temple  and  clothes,  like  the 
statue  of  Hercules,  and  take  heed  only  lest  your  spirits 
become  impoverished  with  your  circumstances ;  then  lift 
up  your  heads  proudly  aloft  into  the  heavens,  which  are 
overspread,  indeed,  with  a  sickly  northern  light,  but 
whose  eternal  stars  pierce  through  the  thin  blood-red 
storm  that  surrounds  you ! 

It  now  only  wanted  a  few  days  to  St.  Andrew's  shoot- 
ing-match, on  which  day  Lenette  set  all  her  hope*,  and 
to  which  she  directed  all  her  wishes.  Nevertheless  a 
day  arrived  on  which  she  was  something  more  than  sad. 
namely,  inconsolable. 
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It  was  on  St.  Martin's  day.  On  this  day,  the  napkin- 
press  was  to  follow  the  emigrants  out  of  Lenette's  Salz- 
burg, —  the  napkins  as  their  general ;  but  nobody  in  the 
whole  town  would  take  it.  One  Jew  alone  remained, 
their  only  anchor  of  hope,  because  in  his  Noah's  ark  of 
a  shop  all  animals  of  wares  took  refuge ;  but,  as  bad 
luck  would  have  it,  the  press  sought  his  presence  on  a 
Jewish  holiday,  which  he  kept  far  more  strictly  than 
his  word.  "  He  would  see  about  it,"  he  said,  "  to-mor- 
row." But  is  it  not  (I  may  surely  be  permitted  to  say 
a  word  in  its  proper  season),  is  it  not,  I  say,  a  very 
dangerous  piece  of  negligence  on  the  part  of  the  govern- 
ment, now  that  the  Jews  have  become,  so  to  speak,  the 
farmers-general  and  metal-kings  of  the  Christians  through- 
out the  German  States,  that  their  fast-days  and  holi- 
days are  not  generally  made  known  and  publicly  pro- 
claimed, for  the  benefit  of  all  such  as  desire  to  borrow 
money  of  them,  or  otherwise  trade  with  them  ?  Are  not 
the  most  respectable  classes  sufferers  on  account  of  this 
negligence,  —  persons  of  birth,  of  rank,  of  the  staff,  who 
bring  their  papers  on  festivals  of  Haman,  of  Easter,  of 
the  conquest  of  the  temple,  of  the  Joy  of  the  law,  and 
seek  money,  but  cannot  obtain  it  ?  Should  not  the  Jewish 
holidays  be  published  in  all  almanacs,  as  in  those  of 
Bavaria  and  Berlin,  and  even  the  hours  of  their  duration 
be  made  known,  or,  at  least,  advertised  in  the  public 
papers,  or  by  town-criers,  and  also  taught  in  the  schools  ?. 
It  is  true  the  Jew  does  not  require  our  calendar  of  fes- 
tivals, since,  for  his  pleasure,  we  cheerfully  postpone 
every  Sunday,  even  though  it  were  the  first*  in  the  year, 
the  festival  of  Jewish  circumcision ;  and  therefore,  in 
future,  when  the  universal  monarchy  of  the  Jews  shall 

vol.  1.  12  * 
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be  established,  they  will  not  need  to  append  any  Chris- 
tian calendar  to  their  own,  as  we  now  attach  the  Jewish 
to  the  Christian.  But  the  necessity  of  teaching'  the 
Jewish  festivals  and  religious  customs  in  the  schools  will 
become  more  apparent  hereafter,  when  the  Jews  shall 
have  promoted  Germany  into  their  promised  land,  and 
left  us  to  make  our  retreat  into  the  Asiatic  territory  to 
a  holy  sepulchre  and  a  holy  mountain  of  skulls.  How- 
ever (to  conclude  this  digression  with  another),  when 
we  are  become  the  Christian  numerators  of  Jewish 
denominators,  I  trust  we  need  not  again  seek  Palestine 
as  new  crusaders  ;  for  the  Jews,  who  trouble  themselves 
little  about  Palestine,  will  certainly  exhibit  a  spirit  of 
much  greater  tolerance  towards  us  than  we,  alas !  have 
ever  shown  to  them.  Their  very  spirit  of  trade,  which 
has  heretofore  been  urged  against  them  as  a  reproach, 
will  become  the  guardian-angel  of  us  poor  Christians, 
and  take  us  under  its  protection,  for  we  are  indispensable 
to  them  for  the  purpose  of  buying  and  eating  up  the 
unprepared  hind-quarters  of  cattle,  which  they  throw 
away.  (They  may  not  even  eat  the  fore-quarters  with- 
out taking  out  all  the  veins.)  Who,  besides,  but  Chris- 
tians can  supply  the  place  of  the  cattle,  to  perform  the 
necessary  hand  and  harness-work  on  the  festival  of 
Shabbesh,*  since  the  cattle  themselves  may  not  be  de- 
graded to  work  on  that  day  ?  and  to  whom  can  they,  in 
imitation  of  the  ancient  republicans,  commit  labor  and 
manufacture  but  to  us,  their  nobler  helots  and  slaves, 

*  Cattle  may  not  carry  any  burden  on  Shabbesh.  Even  the  little 
lappets  of  distinction  are  taken  off  the  fowls.  The  Jew  may  not  per- 
mit a  Jew  to  milk  for  him.  lie  may  not  even  brush  off  the  dew  or 
dust  from  his  garment. 
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and  they  will  certainly,  therefore,  show  us  much  more 
indulgence  than  they  have  heretofore  shown  to  their 
faithless  debtors. 

I  return  to  our  Advocate  of  the  Poor.  On  the  morn- 
ing of  St.  Martin's  day  he  could  get  no  money,  and  con- 
sequently was  unable  to  buy  a  St.  Martin's  goose.  We 
must  ourselves  sympathize  with  Lenette's  grief  over  the 
missing  goose  of  her  confession.  Women,  who  care  less 
about  eating  and  drinking  than  the  most  ascetic  philoso- 
phers,* yes,  even  more  about  the  latter  themselves  than 
the  former,  are,  nevertheless,  ungovernable  when  deprived 
of  certain  chronological  articles  of  food.  Their  love  of 
civic  festivals  is  so  great,  that  they  would  rather  go  with- 
out festival  hymns  and  gospels  than  butter-cakes  at 
Christmas,  cheese-cakes  at  Easter,  or  the  goose  on  St. 
Martin's  day  ;  their  stomach,  like  a  catholic  altar,  re- 
quires a  different  festival-dress  for  every  saint's  day  ; 
this  canonical  pie-crust,  therefore,  is  their  second  holy 
supper,  which  they  take  like  the  first,  not  for  the  sake  of 
the  palate,  but  to  observe  a  rule,  and  for  the  custom  of 
the  thing.  Siebenkäs  was  unable  to  find  either  in  An- 
toninus or  Epictetus  any  substitute  for  the  goose,  or  any 
means  whereby  he  might  appease  the  weeping  Lenette, 
who  always  retorted,  — 

"  But  we  too  are  Christians,  and  belong  to  the  Lutheran 
congregation,  and  all  Lutherans  have  geese  on  their  tables 
to-day  ;  so  it  was  with  my  late  parents ;  but,  to  be  sure, 
you  don't  believe  in  anything." 

*  It  is  the  duty  of  second  improved  editions  to  except  the  ladies  of 
the  court,  who  take  great  pleasure  in  eating.  Long-sitting,  ennui,  and 
table-complaisance,  put  into  their  mouths  as  much  as  might  b'e  en- 
dured by  the  Kantite  stomach  of  a  meagre  philosopher,  but  by  no 
curial  stomach.  However,  indigestion  belongs  to  the  Tionneurs  which 
court-ladies  have  to  do. 
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Nevertheless,  late  on  the  Jewish  festival,  the  unbeliever 
slipped  away  privately  to  the  Jew,  who  had  a  pretty 
poultry-yard,  in  which  he  kept  geese  with  both  lean  and 
fat  livers,  and  drawing  out  of  his  pocket  a  Hebrew  duo- 
decimo Bible,  he  laid  it  on  the  table,  and  observed,  —  it 
.  was  with  the  sincerest  pleasure  that  in  him  he  met  with 
an  honest  student  of  the  law,  for  to  such  a  one  he  would 
prefer  making  a  present  of  his  book  without  demanding  a 
heller  for  it ;  he  could  not  read  it  very  well  himself,  he 
added,  without  points  (vowels),  the  more  especially  as  he 
could  not  read  it  with  them. 

"  But  I  should  like  to  deposit  my  napkin-press  here," 
continued  he,  drawing  it  out  from  beneath  his  coat,  "  as 
it  would  be  in  my  way.  I  have  particular  reasons  for 
wishing  to  take  away  a  goose  with  me  from  your  stall,  — 
it  may  be  as  dry  as  a  chip.  You  may,  if  you  please,  con- 
sider it  on  such  a  holiday  as  an  alms  which  you  give  me '; 
when  I  come  to  fetch  away  the  press,  we  can  talk  further 
about  it." 

And  so  he  actually  brought  away  the  goose  of  con- 
troversy, that  his  wife  might  not  be  hindered  in  the  free 
exercise  of  her  religion,  —  to  the  polemics  and  distinguish- 
ing doctrine  of  which  the  goose  seemed  to  appertain  ; 
and  the  following  day,  the  two  Doctor  Martin  Lutherists 
eat  up  the  Schmalcaldian  article  itself  (and  theological 
articles  were  often  defended  in  a  similar  manner  by 
Schmalcaldian  ware-articles  of  iron),  and  thus  was  the 
capitol  of  the  Lutheran  creed  easily  saved,  methinks,  by 
this  animal,  which  was  roasted  over  an  auto-da-fe. 

It  was  on  this  morning  that  the  hair-dresser  came  up- 
stairs, —  a  personage  he  always  saw  with  the  greatest 
pleasure,  but  not  to-day  ;  for  yesterday,  St.  Martin's  day, 
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the  quarter's  rent,  as  we  are  well  aware,  had  become  due. 
The  barber  presented  himself  as  a  mute  bill  at  sight, 
but  politely  made  no  demand.  He  merely  came  to 
announce,  that  011  the  Monday  before  St? Andrew's  day 
there  was  to  be  a  public  auction  of  miscellaneous  goods, 
and,  should  the  Advocate  wish  to  contribute  anything 
to  it,  he  begged  it  might  be  understood  that  in  his  char- 
acter of  auction-proclamator  (a  life-appointment  of  the 
great  and  little  senate)  he  had  hereby  given  him  official 
notice. 

No  sooner  had  he  gone  down  stairs  than  Lenette  mani- 
fested the  greatest  but  gentlest  symptoms  of  distress. 
"  He  had  given  them  warning,"  she  said,  "  and  now  all 
the  people  in  the  house  knew  of  their  disreputable  house- 
keeping, for  he  had  spoken  about  furniture." 

It  is  inconceivable  how  the  poor  woman  could  pos- 
sibly have  supposed  that  no  one  had  hitherto  observed 
it,  since  poor  people  are  the  first  to  guess  at  poverty. 
Yet  even  Firmian  had  been  ashamed  of  telling  the  barber 
that  he  had  already  given  himself  the  diploma  of  auc- 
tioneer of  his  own  furniture.  He  now  felt  that  he  was 
more  ashamed  of  his  poverty  in  presence  of  one  person 
and  the  poor,  than  before  a  whole  town  and  the  rich ; 
and  he  was  vexed  that  the  cursed  wind  of  human 
vanity  should  find  its  way  into  the  noblest  parts  of  the 
soul. 

Even  my  readers  cannot  find  the  road  to  St.  Andrew's 
day,  hedged  in  as  it  was  with  nothing  but  thistle-heads, 
longer  than  it  appeared  to  my  hero  himself,  who  besides 
had  to  grasp  and  pluck  out  all  the  thistle-heads  one  by 
one.  His  garden  of  life  each  day  more  and  more  re- 
sembled a  good  English  garden,  in  which  only  prickly 
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and  barren  shrubs,  and  none  that  bear  fruit,  are  permitted 
to  grow.  Every  evening,  on  unlatching  the  door  of  his 
trellis-bed,  he  said,  full  of  joy,  to  his  Lenette,  "Now 
there  are  only  twenty,  or  nineteen,  or  eighteen,  or  seven- 
teen days  to  the  shooting-match." 

But  the  hair-curler  and  auction-proclamator  had  now 
quite  spoilt  Lenette,  for  she  was  ashamed,  on  account  of 
the  people  of  the  house,  though  the  evenings  were  long 
and  dark,  and  therefore  admirably  suited  to  poor  pawn- 
ing gentlemen,  concealing  their  bashful  naked  misery. 
Firmian,  who  was  surprised  at  the  inexhaustible  nature 
of  his  head  and  his  house,  and  was  continually  saying  to 
himself,  "  I  wonder  what  will  happen  to  me  again  to-day, 
and  how  I  shall  get  out  of  this  scrape  ?  "  had  proposed, 
a  few  days  after  St.  Martin's  dinner,  to  pawn  two  good 
pieces  of  furniture,  a  long  siphon,  and  a  great  broad 
rocking-horse,  relics  from  the  days  of  his  childhood. 
"  We  have  neither  cask  nor  child,"  added  he ;  but  his 
wife  besought  him,  for  God's  sake,  not  to  disgrace  her 
thus. 

"  The  rocking-horse  and  siphon,"  said  she,  as  the  for- 
mer was  about  to  be  dragged  to  the  pawnbroker's  shop, 
"  project  much  too  far  out  of  the  apron  and  basket,  and 
every  one  can  see  them  in  the  moonshine ;  for  God's 
sake,  do  not  put  this  shame  upon  me  !  " 

"  And  yet  something  must  go,"  said  Firmian,  in  a 
strange,  cutting,  yet  softened  mood.  "  It  must  be.  Fate, 
like  Prizel,*  drums  on  the  under  side  of  the  drum,  and 

*  My  readers  will  have  read  that  Prizelius  accustomed  war-horse? 
to  the  sound  of  the  drum  in  battle,  by  shaking  out  their  oats  on  a 
drum,  and  beating  on  the  under  side  while  they  were  eating  the  oats 
on  the  upper. 
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the  oats  leap  up,  and  we  too  must  some  day  eat  from 
the  drum-skin !  " 

"  Everything  may  go,"  answered  she,  "  only  nothing 
large.  Let  me  seek  out  something  myself."  She  sought, 
and  drew  out  of  the  top  drawer  of  the  commode  a  wreath 
of  artificial  flowers. 

"  Rather  take  that,"  said  she,  and  neither  wept  nor 
smiled.  He  had  often  seen  it,  but  as  he  himself  had  given 
it  to  her  on  their  betrothal  the  preceding  new-year's  day, 
and  as  it  was,  moreover,  so  romantically  beautiful,  —  a 
white  rose,  two  red  rosebuds  in  a  setting  of  forget-me- 
not,  composing  the  gay-colored  reflection  of  a  withered 
Flora,  —  all  the  fibres  of  his  heart  revolted  against  part- 
ing with  this  bright  memento  of  a  richer  and  happier 
time.  This  self-denying,  patient  sacrifice  of  the  after- 
bloom  in  her  bosom  touched  him  so  much,  that  a  thousand 
deep  sighs  seemed  compressed  in  his  own,  and  he  said,  in 
the  most  softened  tone,  "  Lenette,  why  they  are  the  flow- 
ers of  our  betrothal." 

"  But  who  will  know  it  ? "  answered  she,  gayly  and 
indifferently ;  "  besides,  they  are  not  so  large  as  other 
things." 

"  Have  you  then  forgotten,"  he  stammered,  "  how  I 
explained  to  you  the  meaning  of 'the  wreath?" 

"  Eh  !  the  forget-me-not,"  said  she,  in  a  still  colder 
manner,  and  pleased  with  this  proof  of  her  memory,  "  the 
forget-me-not  means  that  I  am  not  to  forget  you,  nor 
you  me.  The  buds  signify  joy  —  no  —  the  buds  signify 
the  joy  that  is  not  yet  quite  come ;  and  the  white  rose 

 I  really  no  longer  know  myself  what  the  white 

rose  means." 

"It  signifies  pain,"  said  he,  hurried  away  by  his  feel- 
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ings,  "  innocence  and  grief,  and  a  pale  white  face."  He 
fell  weeping  upon  her  neck,  and  almost  screamed  out : 
"  Thou  good  one,  thou  good  one  !  I  cannot  help  it.  I 
should  like  to  give  you  everything,  but  I  have  nothing ! " 

He  suddenly  ceased ;  for  during  the  embrace  she  had 
pushed  back  the  drawer  into  the  commode,  and  looked 
at  him  with  her  soft  bright  eyes,  in  which  there  was  no 
tear.  "  Then  I  may  keep  the  siphon  and  the  rocking- 
horse  ?  "  continued  she,  in  the  same  tone  of  request,  and 
with  greater  hope  of  success,  "  and  besides,  we  shall  get 
more  for  the  wreath." 

He  answered  again  and  again,  and  in  ever  softer  tones, 
"  Lenette,  dearest  Lenette  !  " 

"  But  why  not  ?  "  she  again  asked,  more  gently,  for  she 
did  not  understand  him. 

"  Rather  the  coat  from  my  back,"  he  replied.  Where- 
upon, fearing  he  was  aiming  at  her  striped  mourning- 
gown,  she  all  at  once  became  excited,  and  preached  most 
zealously  against  pawning  large  pieces  of  furniture.  Then 
Firmian  clearly  perceived  that  her  previous  coldness  was 
not  assumed ;  he  now  knew  all,  —  he  knew  the  bitterest, 
—  that  which  no  philosophy  could  temper  or  sweeten 
with  its  antidotes,,  namely,  either  she  loved  him  no  longer, 
or  she  had  never  loved  him  at  all.  The  sinews  of  his 
arms,  which  had  formerly  staved  off  misfortune,  were 
now  cut  asunder.  All  he  could  utter  in  the  weakness 
and  fever  of»his  spirit  was,  "  Do  what  you  will,  —  it  is 
now  all  one  to  me  "  ;  upon  which  she  went  out  gayly  and 
quickly  to  old  Sabel,  but  returned  immediately.  He  was 
glad  of  this,  for,  more  deeply  wounded  by  grief  in  the 
last  three  minutes,  he  had  the  opportunity  of  subjoining 
in  a  quiet  tone  the^itter  words,  — 
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"  Give  your  myrtle -cliaplet  with  the  flower-wreath,  and 
it  will  be  some  little  addition  both  to  the  money  and  the 
weight,  for  your  chaplet  is  far  from  being  as  well  made  as 
my  flowers." 

"  My  bridal  chaplet ! "  cried  Lenette,  coloring  with 
anger,  while  two  sharp  tears  pierced  through  her  eyes. 
u  No  !  that  I  will  positively  not  gi^.  I  will  take  it  into 
my  coffin  with  me,  as  my  blessed  mother  did  before  me. 
Did  you  not  yourself  take  it  into  your  hand  on  my  day  of 
honor,  when  I  laid  it  upon  the  table  to  have  my  hair 
dressed,  and  say  it  was  as  important  to  you  —  for  I  paid 
particular  attention  to  the  words  —  yes,  even  more  dear 
to  you  than  the  marriage  ceremony  itself?  No!  I  am 
your  wife  and  shall  remain  so,  and  I  shall  preserve  the 
chaplet  as  I  do  my  life."  » 

His  heart  was  now  moved,  but  quite  in  another  direc- 
tion, and  inclined  towards  hers ;  but  he  concealed  his 
emotion  by  asking  her  why  she  had  returned  so  soon. 
He  now  heard  that  old  Sabel  was  in  the  bookbinder's 
room,  and  that  the  Venner  von  Meyern  was  with  the  lat- 
ter. This  gentleman  was  accustomed  to  dismount  from 
his  horse  and  call  to  see  what  new  things  the  ladies  were 
getting  bound  at  the  bookbinder's,  and  how  gayly  they 
were  got  up  ;  he  also  called  at  the  shoemaker's,  to  set  his 
foot  with  the  riding-boot  on  the  table  and  get  the  top 
sewed  tighter,  while  he  asked  all  sorts  of  questions.  The 
world,  which  can  only  mean  as  many  diligent  tongue- 
thrashers  as  Kuhschnappel  can  show  up  for  its  tares, 
may  certainly  conjecture  that  the  Venner  was  a  real 
Henry  the  bird-catcher  for  more  women  than  one  in 
the  house,  which  was  a  female  aviary  for  him :  but  I 
require  proofs.    Lenette,  however,  did  not  wait  to  inves- 

12*  B 
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tigate  the  matter,  but  piously  took  flight  from  the  bird- 
catcher  Rosa. 

Without  being  particularly  ashamed  of  the  fickleness 
of  the  human  heart,  I  proceed  to  relate,  that  Firmian's 
compressed  bosom  now  expanded  a  few  inches,  and  grew 
large  enough  to  contain  a  considerable  degree  of  pleasure 
at  the  thought  that  Leüette  had  held  her  marriage-chap- 
let  so  fast,  and  stayed  so  short  a  time  with  the  Venner. 
"  She,  at  least,  is  faithful,  if  not  warm,  —  perhaps,  in  the 
end,  even  warm,"  said  he  to  himself.  He  therefore  cheer- 
fully acquiesced  in  her  will  and  his  own  too,  that  she 
should  keep  the  chaplet  both  in  house  and  heart ;  then, 
without  any  further  words  about  the  wreath,  he  let  her 
have  her  will  also  in  that  matter,  against  which  his  feel- 
ings only  an^not  hers  revolted.  The  little  wreath  of 
memory  was  pledged  to  a  courteous  lady  who  bore  the 
title  of  "  taxatrice,"  with  a  vow  that  it  should  be  redeemed 
with  the  first  dollar  that  fell  from  the  bird-pole  on  St. 
Andrew's  day. 

The  painfully  earned  proceeds  of  the  silken  nosegay 
were  divided  into  so  many  little  pieces,  that  they  were 
spread  out  like  little  stepping-stones  over  the  muddy  path 
up  to  the  Sunday  before  the  shooting-match.  This  Sun- 
day, 27th  November,  1785,  preceded  the  Monday  ap- 
pointed for  the  public  auction.  On  Wednesday  he  hoped 
he  should  take  his  stand  before  the  bird-pole,  —  and  we 
too,  I  hope,  shall  do  so  along  with  him. 

But  on  Sunday  he  was  obliged  to  wade  through  a 
stream  swollen  by  many  storms,  and  we  must  all  follow 
him  ;  but  I  give  warning  beforehand,  that  in  the  middle 
it  is  deep. 

The  stomach  of  his  inner  man  exhibited  incredible  dis- 
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gust  and  a  reversed  peristaltic  motion  towards  all  pawning, 
since  the  flower-affair.  The  fact  was,  he  could  no  longer 
refer  his  wife  to  anything ;  at  first  he  referred  her  to  the 
bird-pole ;  then,  when  mortar  and  chair  had  abandoned 
the  fortress  without  music  and  flying  colors,  things  which 
were  not  suspended  to  the  bird-pole  as  prizes,  —  he  refer- 
red her  to  public  auctions,  where  he  hoped  to  buy  every- 
thing again  at  half-price.  Finally,  he  still  indeed  referred 
her  to  the  latter ;  not,  however,  with  a  view  to  carry  on  a 
passive  trade  there,  but  an  active  one,  —  not  to  import 
their  wares,  but  to  export  his  own,  in  which  method  of 
proceeding  he  has  the  start  of  Spain. 

He  who  gains  the  victory  over  great  insults  is  often 
overpowered  by  the  smallest,  —  so  it  is  with  our  sorrows. 
The  firm  steadfast  bosom,  upon  which  a  past  full  of  torture 
has  weighed  in  vain,  will  many  a  time,  like  a  piece  of  ice 
that  has  been  often  overflowed,  break  down  beneath  the 
gentlest  footstep  of  Destiny.  Hitherto  he  had  held  him- 
self erect,  and  had  borne  his  burden  more  cheerfully  than 
most  men  would  have  done  ;  until  now  he  had  sent  all 
his  cares  to  the  Devil.  Had  he  not,  for  instance,  just  to 
cite  an  example  or  two,  raised  himself  above  the  German 
Emperor,  when  talking  of  his  dress  ?  The  latter,  he  said, 
had  nothing  to  put  on,  on  his  day  of  honor  in  Frankfort, 
but  a  horrid  old  cast-off  coat  of  the  Emperor  Charles,  not 
much  better  than  the  old  coat  of  Rabelais,  whereas  his 
own  was  a  few  centuries  newer  than  the  imperial  coat. 
Had  he  not  desired  his  wife,  when  she  was  sorrowfully 
looking  over  what  was  left  of  his  perennial  clothes-flora, 
to  picture  to  herself,  that  he  was  serving  along  with  a 
thousand  other  natives  of  Anspach  in  the  new  world,  and 
that  the  ship  which  was  to  bring  them  new  accoutrements 


276     FLOWER,   FRUIT,  AND   THORN  PIECES. 


had  been  taken,  so  that  the  whole  company  had  nothing 
to  put  on  but  the  old  clothes  they  were  about  to  put  off? 
For  a  long  time  also  had  he  supported  himself  upon 
something  much  better  (in  plain  terms,  upon  genuine 
apathy)  than  his  only  pair  of  boots,  which,  having  been 
twice  fore-pieced,  had  contracted  like  a  pocket  telescope 
or  trumpet  to  good  half-boots,  in  the  same  manner  as  long 
culture  has  much  shortened  the  German  body,  and  made 
short  guns  out  of  long  guns. 

But  on  the  Sunday  in  question  one  single  little  bird  of 
prey  and  of  evil  omen,  which  flew  across  the  Sahara  wil- 
derness of  his  position,  scared  him  far  too  much.  He 
himself  would  not  have  anticipated  this  effect ;  for  as  he 
had  always  been  in  the  habit  of  steeling  himself  before- 
hand against  all  dark  scenes  of  sorrow  by  rehearsal,  —  I 
mean,  as  he  had  read  beforehand  all  the  documents  which 
the  Heimlicher  von  Blaise  could  bring  forward  against 
him,  thus  loading  himself  in  jest  with  the  future  burden 
as  a  present  one,  in  order  that  he  might  hereafter  reverse 
the  game,  he  was  in  consequence  greatly  surprised,  that 
an  evil,  which  had  been  anticipated  as  most  certain, 
should,  nevertheless,  on  coming  forth  from  the  future,  and 
approaching  him,  prove  to  have  longer  thorns  when  near 
than  when  far  off.  When  on  Sunday  the  official  messen- 
ger of  the  Inheritance-office  entered  the  vacuum  of  his 
bosom  with  the  long-expected  third  demand  for  postpone- 
ment, and  with  the  third  affirmative  decree  in  answer  to 
it,  this  new  stroke  of  the  piston  of  the  empty  air-pump 
made  his  soul  sick  and  faint. 

In  the  pressure  of  my  official  communications  I  pur- 
posely omitted  to  mention  the  second  request  for  post- 
ponement, because  I  might  reasonably  conclude  that  any 
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reader  who  had  ever  had  half  a  ship's  pound  of  deeds,  or 
one  single  lawyer's  account,  in  his  hands,  would  of  course 
presume  that  a  second  demand  for  postponement  would 
follow  on  the  first.  It  is  a  disgrace  to  our  courts  of  equity 
that  an  honest  advocate  is  obliged  to  adduce  so  many  rea- 
sons —  I  may  say  lies  —  before  he  can  obtain  the  smallest 
necessary  respite.  He  may  say  his  children  and  his  wife 
are  dangerously  ill ;  that  there  are  a  thousand  unfortunate 
circumstances  ;  that  he  has  a  thousand  pressing*  engage- 
ments, a  thousand  journeys  to  make,  and  I  know  not  how 
many  diseases  :  whereas,  it  ought  to  be  sufficient  for  him 
only  to  mention,  that  he  was  so  overwhelmed  by  the 
innumerable  petitions  for  delay,  which  he  had  to  draw  up 
for  others,  that  they  left  him  no  time  for  his  other  writ- 
ings. We  should  be  aware  that  all  petitions  for  delay, 
like  all  other  petitions,  tend  to  the  protraction  of  a  law- 
suit, just  as  the  wheels  of  a  watch  are  made  to  fit  into  one 
another  for  the  purpose  of  retarding  the  motion  of  the 
principal  wheel.  A  slow  pulsation  is  the  sign  of  a  long 
life,  not  only  in  individuals  but  in  lawsuits.  A  conscien- 
tious advocate,  therefore,  it  seems  to  me,  should  endeavor 
to  impose  a  long  life,  —  not  on  the  suit  of  his  client,  that 
he  would  put  an  end  to  immediately  if  he  could,  —  but  on 
that  of  his  adversary,  partly  to  punish  him,  partly  to 
frighten  him  ;  or  to  cause  the  judgment  in  his  favor, 
which  is  entirely  a  matter  beyond  calculation,  to  be  de- 
ferred from  year  to  year  ;  as  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels  "  the 
people  with  a  black  patch  on  their  foreheads  were  destined 
to  live  an  eternal  life  of  torments. 

The  advocate  of  the  opposite  party  endeavors,  in  his 
turn,  to  protract  the  war  of  his  adversary ;  and  thus  the 
two  patrons  involve  their  clients  in  a  long  net  of  deeds, 
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both  with  the  best  intentions  in  the  world.  In  general, 
lawyers  are  not  as  indifferent  to  the  justice  of  a  case  as  to 
the  law  of  it ;  and  they  therefore  prefer  opposing  it  un- 
premeditatedly  by  act  to  deliberately  denying  it  in  writ- 
ing. As  Simonides  on  the  king's  question,  "  What  is 
God  ?  "  begged  a  day's  delay  in  order  to  answer  it,  then 
again  another,  and  ever  another,  because  no  life  could 
exhaust  the  great  question,  —  so  the  jurist,  upon  every 
question,  *"  What  is  justice?"  petitions  from  time  to  time 
for  terms  of  delay.  He  can  never  solve  the  question  ; 
and  if  the  judges  and  his  clients  pleased,  he  would  spend 
his  whole  life  in  writing  an  answer  to  it.  Advocates  are 
not  much  struck  with  such  a  way  of  thinking :  it  is  so 
common  to  them. 

To  return  to  Siebenkäs.  He  almost  sank  beneath  the 
iron  arm  of  the  world  and  its  six  long  thief's  and  writing 
fingers.  The  vapors  on  his  path  of  life  condensed  into  a 
morning  fog,  this  again  into  evening  clouds,  and  the  latter, 
in  their  turn,  into  chilly  showers  of  rajji.  "  It  goes  too 
hard  with  many  a  poor  devil,"  said  he.  If  he  had  had  a 
cheerful  wife,  he  would  not  have  said  this  ;  but  a  cross- 
bearer  full  of  Jeremiads  —  an  elegiac  poetess  full  of 
Jobiads  —  was  in  itself  a  second  cross. 

He  now  reviewed  the  whole  of  his  position.  He  had 
scarcely  money  enough  to  buy  the  next  year's  almanac, 
or  a  bunch  of  Hamburgh  pens  ;  for  his  satires  exhausted 
Lenette's  feather-dusters  far  more  than  his  strength; 
so  that  he  had  serious  thoughts  of  cutting  up  Stiefel's 
red  pipe-mouthpiece  into  a  pen.  He  would  willingly 
have  transformed  his  plates,  had  there  been  any  left, 
into  food  ;  and  in  this  have  imitated  the  Gauls,  who  first 
made  use  of  a  round  piece  of  bread  as  "a  plate,  and 


CHAPTER  VI. 


279 


afterwards  ate  up  the  plate  itself  as  dessert*  or  the 
Huns,  who  dined  on  their  meat-saddle  after  they  had  ridden 
upon  it  until  it  was  cooked. 

His  half-boots  required  fore-piecing,  and  to  be  abbre- 
viated for  the  third  time  for  the  shooting-day,  and  there 
was  no  one  else  to  do  it  but  the  artist  Fecht ;  in  short, 
on  that  important  day,  he  had  nothing  to  put  on,  nothing 
to  put  into  his  pocket,  and  nothing  into  his  purse,  into 
his  bullet-pouch  or  his  powder-horn. 

A  man  should  always  allow  his  fears  to  rise  to  their 
highest  possible  pitch,  and  then  some  consolation  or  other 
will  suddenly  fall,  like  a  warm  rain-drop,  upon  his  heart. 
Siebenkäs  began  to  catechise  himself  more  strictly  as  to 
what  really  afflicted  him,  —  nothing  but  the  fear  of  ap- 
pearing at  the  shooting-match  without  money,  without 
powder  and  ball,  and  without  the  third  abbreviation  of 
his  boots.  "  Nothing  more  !  "  said  he  ;  "  and  pray  what 
obliges  me  to  appear  at  all  ?  I  am  like  the  ape,"  added 
he,  "  who  complained  that  he  could  not  draw  his  paw, 
which  was  filled  with  rice,  out  of  the  yarrow-necked 
bottle  without  a  corkscrew.  I  have  only  to  sell  my 
shooting-ticket  and  my  rifle  ;  I  have  only  to  open  my 
paw,  and  draw  it  out  empty."  He  resolved,  therefore, 
to  take  his  rifle,  on  the  auction-day,  to  the  proclamator 
and  barber,  to  be  put  up  to  sale. 

Sore  oppressed  by  the  day,  he  betook  himself  to  bed, 
—  that  peaceful  anchorage,  with  the  thought  of  which  he 
consoled  himself  all  day  along.  "  Night  has  this  advan- 
tage," said  he,  as  he  sat  up  in  his  bed  and  spread  the 
feathers  equally,  "  that  it  maintains  a  man  free  of  light, 
wood,  board,  drink,  and  clothes,  —  all  that  he  requires  is 
a  bed.    A  poor  man  is  happy  as  long  as  he  is  lying 
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down ;  and,  fortunately,  he  only  stands  half  his  life- 
time." 

The  syncopes  of  the  soul,  or  of  cheerfulness,  resem- 
ble those  of  the  body,  which  cease,  according  to  Zim- 
mermann, the  moment  the  patient  assumes  a  horizontal 
position. 

If  there  had  been  a  top  cross-bar  to  the  bed,  I  should 
have  called  it  the  capstan,  by  which,  on  Monday,  he 
slowly  heaved  himself  up  from  his  place  of  rest.  Iiis 
first  task  was  to  ascend  to  the  garret  where  his  rifle  was 
deposited,  nailed  up  in  a  long  field-chest  to  protect  it 
from  injury.  It  was  a  valuable  inheritance  from  his 
father,  who  had  been  huntsman  and  gun-charger  to  a 
great  prince  of  the  empire.  He  employed  an  iron  crow- 
bar as  a  lever  to  raise  up  the  lid  by  the  roots,  that  is, 
with  its  nails;  and  the  first  thing  that  met  his  eye, 
lying  on  the  top,  was  a  leathern  arm,  which  really 
startled  him;  for,  in  bygone  days,  that  arm  had  often 
given  him  a  beating. 

It  will  not  take  me  too  far  out  of  my  way  to  expend 
a  few  words  upon  the  subject.  The  father  of  Siebenkas 
had  borne  this  leathern  arm  on  his  body,  as  on  the  field 
of  a  coat  of  arms,  ever  since  the  time  he  had  lost  his 
own  in  the  military  service  of  the  above-mentioned 
prince  of  the  empire,  who,  in  order  to  reward  him  and 
in  some  degree  compensate  his  loss,  had  appointed  him 
gun-charger  to  the  huntsman's  corps.  The  gun-charger 
wore  the  added  arm  appended  to  a  hook  on  his  left 
shoulder,  more  as  a  roquelau re-sleeve  or  lengthened 
hand  and  arm  glove,  for  ornament's  sake,  than  ae  a 
false  arm  for  the  sake  of  disguise  ;  but  in  education  the 
leathern  arm  did  him  the  service  of  a  school  library  and 
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Bible-society,  and  was  the  co-operator-  of  the  arm  of  flesh. 
Common  faults  —  such,  for  instance,  as  when  our  Firmian 
made  an  error  in  his  multiplication-table,  rode  upon 
the  spaniel,  licked  up  gunpowder,  or  broke  a  tobacco- 
pipe —  such  faults  he  punished  mildly,  that  is,  simply 
with  a  stick,  which,  in  all  good  schools,  runs  up  the 
backs  of  children  like  a  capillary  tube  or  siphon,  to 
supply  them  with  the  nourishing  juices  of  knowledge ; 
or  which  is  the  carriage-pole,  by  which  the  schools, 
harnessed  to  it,  draw  merrily.  But  there  were  two 
other  faults  which  he  punished  more  severely.  When- 
ever a  child  laughed  during  meal-times,  or  stuck  fast 
and  blundered  while  repeating  the  long  table-grace  or 
evening  prayers,  he  immediately  amputated  the  acquired 
arm  with  his  natural  one,  and  with  this  war-scourge 
(his  own  expression)  he  thrashed  his  poor  little  children 
terribly.  Firmian  called  to  mind,  as  if  it  had  been  but 
yesterday,  that  once  at  dinner  he  and  his  sisters  had 
been  thrashed  alternately  by  this  flail  of  battle  for  at 
least  half  an  hour,  because  the  one  began  to  laugh 
while  the  long  muscle  was  waving  round  the  other,  who 
was  serious.  Even  to  this  very  day  the  leather  excited 
bitterness  in  Firmian's  heart.  I  am  not  at  all  blind  to 
the  advantages  which  may  be  derived  by  parents  and 
teachers  who  attempt  to  unhook  the  empty  arm  by  the 
organic  arm,  and  beat  a  pupil  through  the  agency  of 
this  union  and  treaty  of  compact  between  the  material 
and  spiritual  arm;  but  it  is  necessary  that  this  mode 
of  treatment  should  be  invariable,  for  there  is  nothing 
which  revolts  children  more  than  a  new  instrument  of 
torture,  or  a  new  application  of  an  old  one.  A  child, 
who  has  become  accustomed  to  receive  blows  on  his  back 
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with  a  ruler,  must  not  be  assailed  by  boxes  on  the  ear, 
or  struck  with  the  bare  hand  ;  as,  on  the  contrary,  a  child, 
spoilt  by  the  use  of  these  latter  applications,  cannot 
endure  the  ruler.  The  author  of  these  Flower-pieces 
had  once  in  his  early  years  a  slipper  thrown  at  him. 
The  scar  of  this  blow  still  opens  afresh  in  his  soul,  while 
the  blows  he  received  in  the  ordinary  way  have  left  but 
slight  traces  on  his  memory. 

Siebenkäs  pulled  out  the  arm  and  the  rifle,  —  but 
what  a  discovery  he  made  beneath  it !  He  was  at  once 
relieved  from  his  embarrassment :  at  least  he  could  go 
to  the  St.  Andrew's  shooting-match  in  shorter  boots,  and 
for  some  days  could  eat  what  he  pleased.  What  most 
astonishes  both  him  and  me  in  this  whole  affair,  though 
it  is  easily  explicable,  is,  that  he  had  not  thought  of  it 
sooner,  considering  that  his  father  was  a  huntsman.  On 
the  other  hand,  however,  I  must  confess,  that  on  no  other 
day  could  it  have  happened  so  opportunely,  since  this 
was  the  day  of  the  auction. 

The  hood,  the  horse-tail,  the  decoy-bird,  the  fox-trap, 
the  hanger,  the  family  medicine-chest,  the  mask  with 
a  neck,  all  these  things,  which  he  had  hitherto  never 
thought  of  looking  for  in  the  field-chest,  could  now  be 
carried  down  this  moment,  and  wheeled  to  the  senate- 
house,  there  to  be  knocked  down  by  the  hair-dressing 
Saxon. 

No  sooner  thought  than  done.  After  a  long  series  of 
mischances  his  heart  was  for  once  gladdened  and  warmed 
by  a  happy  piece  of  good  fortune.  He  himself  followed 
the  box  —  which,  with  the  exception  of  the  leathern 
artery  and  the  rifle,  was  *sent  off  to  the  auction  just  as  it 
was  —  to  hear  what  would  be  bid  for '  the  things  ;  and 
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on  arriving,  he  posted  himself  close  beside  his  hectic 
landlord,  behind  the  auction-table,  to  conceal  the  half- 
boots,  that  were  too  long  for  him. 

The  whole  heap  of  furniture,  principally  sold  by 
those  who  were  becoming  poor,  and  bought  by  those  who 
were  poor,  served  every  moment  to  lower  in  his  estima- 
tion theSfe  complicated  water-works  and  pump-apparatus, 
in  a  word  this  machinery,  by  which  the  jets  d'eau  of  a 
few  streams  of  life  are  preserved  in  motion  and  splen- 
dor, and  he  himself,  the  master  of  the  machinery,  grew 
every  moment  more  manly.  He  was  vexed  with  him- 
self, that  his  soul  yesterday  had  been  a  false  gem,  which, 
by  a  drop  of  aquafortis,  is  robbed  of , .its  color  and 
brightness,  while  a  real  jewel  retains  its  brilliancy. 

Nothing  tends  more  to  excite  our  humor,  and  render 
us  more  indifferent  to  the  honor  of  rank  alone,  than  the 
circumstance  of  our  being  obliged  to  substitute  for  the 
respect  due  to  our  rank  the  honor  to  ourselves  personally 
or  to  our  intrinsic  worth,  and  to  protect  the  inner  man 
with  philosophy — as  it  were  a  Diogenes-tub  —  against 
external  injuries  ;  or,  in  a  prettier  metaphor,  when,  like 
the  pearl-oysters,  we  must  stop  up  the  holes  that  are 
bored  by  worms  in  our  mother-of-pearl  with  the  pearls 
of  maxims  :  and  pearls  are  better  than  uninjured  mother- 
of-pearl,  —  a  thought  I  should  write  in  letters  of  gold. 

It  is  not  without  good  cause  that  I  preface  what  is 
to  follow  with  so  much  philosophy,  because  I  wish  to 
bribe  the  reader  not  to  make  too  much  stir  about  what 
the  Advocate  now  proceeded  to  do,  which  was  nothing 
in  reality  but  an  innocent  piece  of  fun.  He  took  the 
hammer  from  the  auctioneer,  whose  powdered  lungs 
wheezed  rather  than  screamed,  and  put  his  goods  up  to 
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auction  himself.  True,  it  was  only  for  half  an  hour,  and 
confined  to  his  own  wares ;  yet  he  might  still  have 
hesitated  to  hire  the  hammer,  had  it  not  done  his  soul 
good  to  hold  up  the  horse-tail,  the  hood,  the  decoy -bird,. 
&c,  and  strike -with  his  hammer,  while  he  bawled  out: 
"  Four  groschen  for  the  horse-tail,  for  the  first  time  !  five 
kreuzer  for  the  decoy-bird,  for  the  second  time  !  half 
a  dollar  bid  for  the  fox-trap,  for  the  first  time  !  two  florins 
for  the  hanger,  for  the  third  and  last  time  V*  He  did  all 
that  a  good  auctioneer  should  do,  and  praised  the  goods 
according  to  rule.  He  turned  over  the  horse-tail  before 
the  huntsmen  who  were  present,  (for  the  eagle  on  tire 
pole  had  lured  them  from  afar  like  a  piece  of  carrion,) 
and,  stroking  it  down  with  the  hair  and  against  the  hair, 
said  he  would  undertake  to  catch  blackbirds  all  through 
the  Black  Forest  with  its  nooses.  He  then  held  up  the 
decoy-bird  in  the  best  light,  he  showed  the  company  its 
wooden  beak,  its  talons,  its  coat  of  feathers,  and  only 
wished  a  falcon  were  there,  that  he  might  bait  the  decoy- 
bird  and  lure  it. 

According  to  the  entries  in  his  account-book,  to  which, 
owing  to  my  wretched  memory,  I  have  twice  been 
obliged  to  refer,  the  sum  raised  from  the  huntsmen 
present  amounted  to  seven  florins  of  Frankfort,  without 
reckoning  the  odd  groschen,  or  taking  into  account  the 
family  medicine-chest  and  the  long-necked  mask,  which 
no  one  would  bid  for.  On  returning  home,  he  poured 
the  whole  crown-treasure  and  sinking  fund  into  Lenette's 
broad  gold  knapsack,  and  took  occasion  to  warn  her  and 
himself  of  the  imminent  dangers  attending  great  wealth, 
holding  up  before  her  the  example  of  the  arrogant  and 
rich,  who  in  the  end  always  come  to  ruin. 
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In  the  seventh  chapter,  which  I  am  about  to  com- 
mence immediately,  I  can  at  length,  after  so  many  do- 
mestic plagues  and  cares,  conduct  the  learned  world  of 
Germany  to  the  shooting-ground,  and  introduce  to  its 
notice  my  hero,  as  a  worthy  member  of  the  society,  pro- 
vided with  bullets  and  rifle,  and  decently  not  so  much 
clothed  as  booted;  for  now  bullets  are  cast,  rifles  are 
scoured,  and  boots  now  put  on  shoes.  Fecht  sews  the 
three-quarter  boots  on  his  knees  into  half-boots,  and  soles 
them  with  the  leathern  arm,  —  of  which  enough  has  been 
said  already. 

*Tn  my  days,  when  one  carries  walking-sticks  of  leather, 
as  though  a  man's  withered  arms  were  made  of  it,  a  stick 
might  have  been  made  out  of  the  huntsman's  arm  in  a 
better  sense,  even  as  the  skin  of  the  rhinoceros  is  still  cut 
up  into  walking-sticks. 
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The  Bird-shooting.  —  The  Swing-Target  Shooting.  —  Rosa's 
Autumn  Campaign.  —  Reflections  'upon  Oaths,  Kisses,  and 
the  Militia.  0 

HERE  is  nothing  more  inconvenient  to  me,  and 
more  detrimental  to  this  history,  so  beautiful 
in  itself,  than  the  resolution  I  have  made  to 
compress  it  within  the  compass  of  four  alpha- 
bets, for  I  have  thereby  deprived  myself  of  all  room  to 
digress.  I  have  got  into  the  same  embarrassment  here, 
in  a  metaphorical  sense,  as  I  once  got  into  without  meta- 
phor, while  measuring  the  diameter  and  circumference  of 
the  town  of  Hof. 

I  had  fastened  Catel's  step-counter  with  a  hook  to  the 
right  waistband  of  my  trousers,  and  the  silken  cord, 
which  ran  down  my  thigh,  to  a  crooked  steel  hook  at- 
tached to  my  knee.  The  three  indices  on  one  plate  (for 
the  first  marks  one  hundred,  the  second  a  thousand,  and 
the  third  up  to  twenty  thousand  paces)  were  all  moving 
in  a  regular  measure  like  myself,  when  a  lady  presented 
herself  whom  I  was  to  accompany  home.  I  begged  she 
would  excuse  me,  as  I  had  put  on  Catel's  step-counter, 
and  had  already  made  so  many  steps  towards  measuring 
the  diameter  of  Hof.    "  You  see  clearly,"  added  I,  "  that 
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the  step-counter,  like  a  conscience,  notes  down  every  step 
I  make ;  and  besides,  with  a  lady,  I  shall  be  obliged  to 
take  shorter  steps,  and  thousands  across  and  backwards, 
and  the  three  indices  will  place  them  all  to  the  account  of 
the  diameter.  It  won't  do  at  all,  charming  one  ! "  But 
this  only  made  her  insist  upon  it  the  more,  and  I  was  only 
laughed  at ;  however,  I  screwed  myself  firmly  to  the  spot 
and  would  not  move.  At  length  I  consented  to  accom- 
pany her  home  with  the  step-counter,  on  condition  that 
she  would  look  at  my  indices  (for  I  was  unable  to  stoop 
down  to  my  hip  myself)  and  read  them  off  for  me  twice, 
the  first  time  now,  and  the  second  time  on  arriving  at  her 
door,  in  order  that  I  might  subtract  the  steps  I  made  in 
her  service  from  the  length  of  the  town.  The  agreement 
was  honestly  kept ;  and  this  little  mention  of  the  affair 
will  be  of  service  to  me,  in  case  I  should  ever  publish  to 
the  world  —  as  I  still  therish  the  hope  of  doing  —  my 
perspective  view  of  the  town  of  Hof ;  for  otherwise  the  in- 
habitants of  Hof,  who  beheld  me  walking  with  the  lady, 
with  the  step-counter  dragging  after  me  at  my  knee,  might 
urge  it  as  an  objection  against  me,  and  assert  that  it  was 
a  lame  affair  altogether,  for  no  one  could  count  his  own 
steps  in  company  with  a  lady,  not  to  speak  of  the  steps  of 
a  town. 

St.  Andrew's  day  was  fine  and  clear,  and  not  very 
windy.  It  was  also  tolerably  warm,  and  there  was  not 
enough  snow  in  the  furrows  to  cool  a  nutshell  full  of  wine, 
or  to  shoot  colibri. 

On  the  previous  Tuesday  Siebenkäs  had  been  among 
the  spectators,  when  the  bird-pole  de^ribed  its  majestic 
arch,  and  descended  in  order  that  the  black  and  golden 
eagle  might  be  attached  to  it,  and  with  outspread  wings 


288     FLOWER,  FRUIT,  AND   THORN  PIECES. 

remount  with  the  pole  on  high.  His  heart  was  moved  at 
the  thought,  that  the  bird  of  prey  yonder  held  in  its  talons 
the  anxious  or  cheerful  weeks  of  his  Lenette,  with  power 
to  distribute  them,  and  that  their  Fortuna  had  assumed 
the  shape  of  this  black  figure,  preserving  only  her  wings 
and  the  globe. 

When  he  kissed  his  Lenette  and  took  leave  of  her  on 
St.  Andrew's  morning,  having  put  on  gaiters  over  his  ab- 
breviated boots,  she  said :  "  Our  Lord  God  give  thee  a 
good  star  and  good  luck,  and  preserve  thee  from  doing 
any  injury  with  the  rifle."  She  inquired  several  times, 
whether  he  had  not  forgotten  anything,  his  eye-glass,  his 
pocket-handkerchief,  or  his  purse ;  "  and  pray  don't  quar- 
rel," she  begged,  "with  Monsieur  von  Meyern."  And 
now  some  thunder-claps  of  the  drum  echoed  from  the 
senate-house.  "  For  God's  sake  don't  shoot  yourself," 
added  she,  trembling ;  "  an  icy  chill  will  creep  over  me 
all  the  forenoon,  every  time  I  hear  a  shot." 

At  last  the  ball  of  shooters  unwound  itself  into  Ion? 
threads,  and,  amid  the  sound  of  drums  and  trumpets,  the 
waving  train  formed  into  running  billows,  like  a  gigantic 
serpent,  and  every  shooter  was  a  snake's  coil.  A  flag 
was  borne  at  the  head,  which  represented  the  serpent's 
crest,  and  the  ensign  who  carried  it  wore  a  coat  like  a 
lower  flag.  The  soldiers  of  the  town,  more  distinguished 
by  their  merit  than  by  their  numbers,  interspersed  their 
white  coat-leaves  between  the  mottled  calendar  of  the 
shooters'  company.  The  auctioneering  hair-dresser,  the 
only  plebeian  with  a  powdered  head,  danced  along,  keep- 
ing the  white  corrfir  of  his  hat  at  a  proper  distance  from 
the  leathern  pig-tails  of  the  patricians,  which  he  had  this 
morning  tied  up  and  powdered. 
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The  multitude  knew  what  real  grandeur  and  dignity- 
was,  when,  with  profound  obeisance,  they  looked  up  to 
the  director  of  the  shooters'  club,  the  Heimlicher  v.  Blaise, 
who  accompanied  the  procession,  as  the  aorta  of  the  whole 
arterial  system,  the  elementary  fire  of  all  these  "  will  o' 
the  wisps"  and  priming-powders,  or,  in  a  word,  as  the 
Scottish  master  of  the  shooters'  lodge.  Happy  was  the 
wife  who  looked  and  beheld  her  husband  parading  before 
her  as  member  of  the  shooters'  club.  Happy  was  Le- 
nette  ;  for  her  husband  was  among  them,  and  looked  up 
politely  as  he  passed,  and  the  short  boots  became  him 
very  well,  —  they  were  made  at  the  same  time  in  the  old 
and  new  style,  and,  like  man,  had  put  on  the  new  short 
Adam  over  the  old  one. 

I  wish  the  Schulrath  had  troubled  himself  a  little  about 
the  St.  Andrew's  shooting,  and  gazed  out  of-  the  window 
at  his  Orestes,  —  but  he  went  on  reviewing. 

When  this  procession  of  caterpillars  crept  together 
again,  as  on  a  leaf,  in  the  shooting-house ;  when  the  eagle 
was  seen  floating  in  his  celestial  eyrie,  as  the  armorial 
crest  of  the  future;  when  the  wind-instruments,  which 
the  musical  corps  had  been  unable  while  marching  to 
press  firmly  to  their  lips,  now  rung  loudly  from  the  lips  of 
the  halting  band ;  and  when  the  procession,  amid  noise, 
and  tumult,  and  the  striking  of  their  rifles  on  the  ground, 
rushed  into  the  empty  echoing  shooting-house,  —  then  no 
one,  strictly  speaking,  was  any  longer  in  his  senses. 
Every  one  was  soul-intoxicated  ;  and  although  as  yet  not 
even  the  lots  were  drawn,  to  say  nothing  of  the  shooting 
not  having  commenced,  Siebenkäs  said  within  himself. 
"  The  whole  affair  is  a  folly  ;  yet  see  how  we  all  reel ! 
how  a  simple  unbroken  faded  flower-wreath  of  sweet 
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trifles,  wound  ten  times  round  the  heart,  half  chokes  it,  half 
darkens  it !  Our  thirsty  heart  is  made  of  porous  ferment- 
ing soil,  which  is  puffed  up  by  a  warm  rain,  and,  in  swelling, 
tears  all  the  roots  of  the  plants  that  are  in  it  asunder." 

Mr.  Von  Blaise,  who  perpetually  smiled  upon  our  hero, 
and  behaved  towards  the  rest  with  all  the  rudeness  of 
authority,  now  commanded  that  the  lots  should  be  drawn 
which  were  to  decide  the  order  of  succession  among  the 
shooters. 

My  readers  cannot  expect  that  Chance  should  arrest 
the  wheel  of  Fortune,  and,  feeling  with  his  hand  among 
the  seventy  numbers,  from  behind  his  bandage,  pull  out 
the  first  for  the  Advocate ;  nevertheless  he  drew  the 
twelfth  for  him. 

At  length  the  bold  Germans  and  imperial  townsmen 
opened  their  fire  upon  the  Roman  eagle.  At  first  they 
aimed  at  his  crown,  and  the  zeal  of  the  pretenders  was 
proportioned  to  the  importance  of  the  aim,  for  the  revenue 
of  six  florins  of  Frankfort  was  appended  to  this  golden 
pent-house  when  brought  down  by  the  bullet,  besides 
other  valuable  possessions,  such  as  three  pounds  of  tow, 
and  a  pewter  shaving-dish.  The  people  did  their  best, 
but  the  rifle  placed  the  eagle's  crown  —  not  on  the  head 
of  our  hero,  alas  !  but  on  that  of  his  predecessor,  No. 
11,  —  the  hectic  Saxon.  The  poor  fellow  had  need  of  it ; 
for,  like  the  Prince  of  Wales,  he  came  into  possession  of 
the  crown-debts  sooner  than  of  the  crown. 

There  could  not  be  a  more  judicious  arrangement  for 
dissipating  the  ennui  otherwise  necessarily  attendant  on 
such  a  shooting-match,  than  the  introduction  of  a  second 
target,  or  the  so-called  swing-shooting.  A  man  who  has 
to  wait  for  the  tedious  discharge  of  sixty-nine  shots  before 
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it  comes  to  his  turn  to  shoot,  may  amuse  himself  tolerably 
well  in  the  mean  time  if  he  can  load  his  gun  for  less  lofty 
aims,  —  for  instance,  to  shoot  at  a  capuchin  general.  The 
swing-shooting  in  Kuhschnappel  in  no  respect  differs  from 
that  elsewhere  in  vogue.  A  piece  of  linen  is  made  to 
glide  to  and  fro,  upon  which  dishes  of  food  are  painted  as 
on  a  table-cloth,  and  whoever  shoots  through  the  image 
obtains  the  original,  —  in  the  same  manner  as  hereditary 
princes  procure  their  brides  by  their  portraits,  or  as 
witches  stick  pins  into  a  picture  that  they  may  pierce  the 
flesh  of  the  person  who  is  portrayed.  This  time  the 
Kuhschnapplers  shot  at  a  portrait  painted  on  the  moving 
canvas,  representing,  as  many  asserted,  a  capuchin  gen- 
eral. I  am  not  ignorant  that  some  paid  more  attention  to 
the  scarlet  hat  in  which  the  picture  was  arrayed,  and  gave 
it  out  in  consequence  for  a  cardinal  or  a  cardinal  pro- 
tector ;  but  they  must  first  settle  the  matter  with  a  third 
party,  who,  in  opposition  to  both  the  above-mentioned 
sects,  maintained  that  it  was  the  scarlet  whore  of  Babylon, 
viz.  an  European  one.  From  all  this  we  may  judge  how 
much  truth  there  was  in  another  rumor,  which  I  contra- 
dicted the  very  first  hour,  namely,  that  the  inhabitants  of 
Augsburg  had  taken  offence  at  this  effigy-shooting,  and 
had  represented  to  the  imperial  attorney-general  that  they 
felt  themselves  aggrieved,  and  that  it  was  an  injustice  to 
the  one  confession,  if  in  the  holy  Roman  empire  only  a 
general  of  the  order,  and  not  at  the  same  time  a  Lutheran 
general-superintendent,  were  shot  to  pieces.  I  should 
certainly  have  heard  more  about  it,  were  it  not  all  smoke  ; 
and  I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  the  whole  story  is  noth- 
ing but  an  erroneous  tradition  of  another  tale,  which  a 
lying  Viennese  lately  told  me  at  table.    He  said,  that  in 


292     FLOWER,   FRUIT,  AND   THORN  PIECES. 


the  principal  imperial  towns,  where  a  beautiful  balance 
between  Papists  and  Lutherans  had  been  established  by 
the  levelling  machine  of  religious  tolerance,  many  had 
complained,  on  the  part  of  the  Lutherans,  that  although 
there  were  equal  numbers  of  night-watchmen  and  censors 
(that  is,  transcendental  night-watchmen),  hotel-keepers 
and  keepers  of  circulating  libraries,  yet  that  a  majority  of 
Papists  were  hanged ;  so  that  it  was  evident,  whether  the 
Jesuits  had  a  finger  in  the  matter  or  not,  that  such  an  im- 
portant and  high  post  in  the  state  as  the  gallows  was  not 
filled  with  the  same  impartiality  and  legal  parity  as  the 
council  of  state,  but  with  a  leaning  towards  the  Catholics. 
I  was  about  to  contradict  this  rumor  in  the  "  Literary 
Gazette  "  of  last  December,  but  the  empire  refused  to  pay 
the  cost  of  insertion. 

Yet,  although  they  only  aimed  at  a  capuchin,  the  swing- 
shooting  was  as  important  in  its  way  as  the  shooting  at 
the  fixed  mark.  I  must  give  notice,  that  there  were  prizes 
of  food  set  upon  the  different  members  of  this  general  of 
the  order,  which  to  shooters  who  reflected  upon  the  mat- 
ter were  sufficiently  inviting.  A  whole  Bohemian  pig 
was  the  prize  to  be  given  for  the  capuchin's  heart,  which 
was  signified  by  a  single  black  spot  no  bigger  than  a 
beauty-patch,  that  the  difficulty  of  gaining  the  prize  might 
enhance  its  value-  The  cardinal's  hat  was  an  easier 
mark,  and  therefore  only  two  pond-pikes  were  set  upon 
it.  The  honorable  reward  of  an  oculist  who  should  in- 
sert into  the  two  eyes  of  the  protector  new  ones  of  had, 
consisted  of  as  many  geese.  As  he  was  represented  in 
the  act  of  praying,  it  was  worth  the  trouble  to  plant  a 
ball  between  his  two  folded  hands,  because  it  was  the 
same  thing  as  if  the  marksman  shot  away  the  two  shoul- 
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ders  of  a  running  smoked  pig.  Each  of  his  feet  WM 
based  upon  a  hind  leg  or  ham.  I  am  not  ashamed  of 
risking  the  displeasure  of  the  imperial  town  by  publicly 
declaring  that  no  part  of  the  whole  protector  was  worse 
paid,  and  had  a  smaller  dowry  or  prize  allotted  to  it,  than 
the  navel,  for  nothing  was  to  be  got  out  of  it  with  the 
best  bullet  but  a  Bologna  sausage. 

The  Advocate  had  lost  the  crown ;  but  as  some  com- 
pensation Fortune  gave  him  the  cardinal's  hat,  in  which 
were  two  pond-pikes.  Some  spell  of  witchcraft  on  the 
other  hand  protected  both  the  head  of  the  eagle  and  the 
head  of  the  general  from  his  bullets.  He  would  have 
liked  to  have  knocked  out  an  eye  at  least  of  the  Babylo 
nian  whore,  but  in  that  too  he  was  disappointed. 

According  to  the  shooting-register,  which  is  genuine, 
because  it  was  written  by  the  secretary  of  the  company, 
under  the  eye  of  the  master  of  the  ceremonies,  Möns, 
von  Blaise,  —  the  head,  the  ring  in  the  beak,  and  the 
little  ensign,  fell  respectively  into  the  hands  of  Nos.  16, 
2,  and  23. 

It  would  have  given  our  hero  especial  pleasure,  for 
the  sake  of  his  dear  wife,  who  now  kept  the  midday 
soup  waiting  for  him,  to  have  broken  out  of  the  eagle's 
claws  the  sceptre,  which  was  now  the  object  aimed  at, 
and  to  have  screwed  it  to  his  rifle  as  a  bayonet.  All  the 
members  which  sought  to  break  off  this  golden  oak- 
branch  had  fired,  excepting  his  predecessor  and  landlord, 
and  he  was  the  most  dangerous.  The  latter  shot,  and 
the  gilded  harpoon  trembled;  Siebenkäs  fired,  and  the 
eel-speer  toppled  cTown. 

Messieurs  Meyern  and  Von  Blaise  smiled  and  con- 
gratulated.   The  trumpeters  made  a  flourish  with  their 
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instruments  on  the  arrival  of  a  new  member  of  the  bird, 
like  those  of  Carlsbad  on  the  arrival  of  a  new  visitor, 
and  they  gazed  all  the  time  fixedly  on  their  parts,  though 
they  had  blown  the  notes  oftener  than  night-watchmen. 
All  the  infants  —  I  mean,  all  the  little  boys  —  entered 
into  a  race  for  the  sceptre ;  but  the  merry-andrew  drove 
them  away,  and,  picking  it  up,  presented  this  ensign  of 
government  to  the  Advocate  with  one  hand,  while  in  the 
other  he  held  his  own  —  the  mace. 

Siebenkäs  examined  the  little  branch  with  a  smile,  — 
the  branch  upon  which  the  buzzing  swarms  of  whole 
nations  are  often  carried  away,  and  disguised  the  joy  he 
felt  under  cover  of  this  satire,  which  the  reigning  Heim- 
licher overheard  and  applied  to  himself.  "  A  pretty 
fleam  !  It  should  properly  be  a  honey-gage  ;  but  in  order 
to  get  at  their  honey-vessels,  the  bees  themselves  are 
cut  asunder  with  it.  Like  children,  the  waiwodes  and 
despots  kill  the  bees  of  the  land,  and  take  the  honey 
from  their  stomachs  instead  of  from  their  combs.  A 
right  foolish  instrument !  It  is  of  wood ;  perchance  it-  is 
a  piece  broken  off  a  shepherd's  crook,  pointed,  jagged, 
and  gilt ;  such  a  crook  as  that  with  which  the  shepherds 
often  twist  out  the  fat  from  the  sheep  while  at  pasture,* 
—  in  that  sense,  yes  !  " 

He  was  no  longer  aware  that  he  uttered  the  most  bit- 
ing things  in  his  satirical  vein,  not  having  a  drop  of  bitter- 
ness in  his  heart;  and  thus  by  a  jest  he  often  converted 
acquaintances  into  enemies,  and  he  cöuld  never  under- 
stand what  made  the  people  angry,  and  why  he  might  not 
joke  with  them  as  well  as  any  one  else. 

*  The  subject  of  the  allegory  is,  alas !  too  true.  Shepherds  have  the 
arr  of  twisting  out  the  fat  from  the  bellies  of  living  sheep  by  means  of 
sticks. 
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He  concealed  the  sceptre  beneath  his  coat  and  carried 
it  home,  for  they  would  not  shoot  up  to  his  number  again 
before  dinner.  He  held  it  erect  and  straight  like  a  mock- 
king  before  Lenette,  and  said  to  her,  "  Behold,  here  you 
have  a  soup-ladle  and  sugar-tongs  in  one  piece  ! "  mean- 
ing the  two  pewter  prizes,  which,  together  with  nine 
florins  of  Frankfort,  accompanied  the  sceptre-fief.  It  was 
enough  for  one  shot  ;  and  he  also  informed  her  of  the 
capture  of  the  pike.  He  expected  that  the  least  Lenette 
would  have  done  would  be  to  go  through  the  five  dancing 
positions  in  a  domestic  ball,  besides  making  Euler's  little 
knight's  leap  on  the  chessboard  of  the  room.  Lenette  did 
what  she  could,  that  is,  nothing  at  all,  —  and  said  what 
she  knew,  viz.  that  the  landlady  had  complained  terribly 
to  the  bookbinder's  wife  of  their  delay  in  paying  the 
house-rent,  and  had  abused  her  own  husband,  who,  she 
said,  was  a  sycophant  and  complimentarius,  and  did  not 
speak  rudely  enough  to  his  tenants. 

"  I  tell  you,"  replied  the  possessor  of  the  sceptre,  "  that 
I  have  been  fortunate  enough  to-day  to  shoot  two  pond- 
pikes  and  a  sceptre,  Wendeline  Egelkraut " ;  and,  in  his 
anger,  he  knocked  with  the  sceptre-rod  of  wrath  upon 
the  table,  upon  which  the  two  covers  and  knives  and 
forks  were  laid.  At  last  she  answered  :  "  Lucas  has  al- 
ready been  here  and  told  me  all.  I  am  heartily  rejoiced 
at  it ;  but  I  expect  that  you  will  shoot  much  more,  and 
I  told  the  bookbinder's  wife  as  much."  She  was  again 
steering  into  the  old  track,  but  Firmian  thought  to  him- 
self :  "  She  can  grieve  and  lament  loudly  enough,  but 
cannot  rejoice  when  a  man  comes  home  with  pikes  and 
sceptre  under  his  arm.  So  it  was  with  the  wife  of  the 
tender-hearted  Racine,  when  he  threw  into  the  room  a 
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long  purse  filled  with  Louis  XIV.  d'or  which  had  been 
given  him." 

AVhence  did  ye  get  this  bad  habit,  ye  dear  women, 
that,  when  a  husband  returns  home  laden  with  good  news 
and  presents,  you  show  an  insufferable  indifference  to  his 
load;  and  that,  at  the  moment  when  Fate  causes  the 
wine  of  joy  to  sparkle,  your  casks  become,  turbid  with  the 
old  wine  ?  Does  it  result  from  your  custom  of  only 
showing  one  side  at  once,  like  your  image,  the  moon,  or 
from  ill-humor  against  destiny,  or  from  a  sweet  overflow- 
ing feeling  of  joy,  which  makes  the  heart  too  full  and  the 
tongue  too  heavy  ?  I  believe  it  is  often  the  result  of  all 
together.  With  men  and  also  with  women  —  that  is, 
with  one  among  a  thousand  —  it  may  arise  from  the 
melancholy  reflection  of  the  sharks,  which  come  and 
tear  off  our  arm  just  when,  with  breathless  oppression, 
we  have  gathered  four  pearls  in  the  dark  depths  of  the 
sea;  or  it  may  be  the  effect  of  a  still  deeper  question. 
Is  not  our  internal  joy  only  an  olive-leaf,  brought  to  us 
by  a  dove  over  the  foaming  deluge  that  is  spread  around 
us,*  and  gathered  by  her  in  the  far  sunny  Paradise  high 
above  the  flood?  and  if,  instead  of  fruits  and  blossoms, 
we  receive  nothing  from  the  whole  olive-garden  but  a 
leaf,  shall  this  leaf  of  peace  and  this  dove  of  peace  give 
us  more  than  peace,  —  namely,  hope  ? 

Firmian  returned  with  a  bosom  full  of  growing  hope 
to  the  shooting-house.  The  heart  of  man  calculates 
chance-events  in  exact  opposition  to  the  laws  of  proba- 
bility as  deduced  by  calculation,  setting  its  hopes  upon  a 

*  Bellarmin  and  the  Rabbis  say,  that  the  dove  plucked  the  leaf 
which  she  brought  to  Noah  from  the  garden  of  Paradise,  which  was 
toojoftily  situated  to  be  reached  by  the  flood. 
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second  prize  because  it  has  already  won  a  first,  (whereas, 
on  that  very  account,  it  should  conclude  the  contrary,) 
and  counting  upon  the  eagle's  claw  because  it  has  got  the 
sceptre  belonging  to  it.  Such  a  human  heart,  ungovern- 
able in  its  fears  and  hopes,  did  the  Advocate  take  to  the 
shooting-house. 

But  he  did  not  get  the  claw ;  and  he  also  fired  at  the 
folded  claws  or  hands  of  the  capuchin-general,  the  expo- 
nents and  devices  of  two  fore-hams,  in  vain. 

It  was  of  no  consequence  ;  there^was  still  more  of  the 
eagle  left  than  there  is  now  of  Poland,  if  the  latter  or  its 
arms,  a  silver  eagle  in  a  blood-red  field,  were  to  be  elevated 
on  a  throne  or  bird-pole,  and  put  up  to  be  fired  at  by  a 
shooter's  company  of  several  armies. 

Not  even  the  imperial  globe  was  as  yet  knocked  down. 
No.  69,  a  dangerous  predecessor,  Mr.  Everard  Rosa 
von  Meyern,  was  now  taking  his  aim.  He  wanted  to 
break  off  this  forbidden  apple.*  Such  a  Stettin  or  play- 
ball  for  princes  themselves  was  much  too  dignified  a 
prize  to  be  coveted  for  the  sake  of  the  profit  annexed  to 
it,  —  honor  alone  inspired  him.  He  fired,  and  he  might 
as  well  have  aimed  backwards.  Rosa,  for  whom  this  sort 
of  fruit  was  suspended  far  too  high,  mingled  blushing 
among  the  female  spectators,  and  distributed  apples 
himself,  that  is,  Paris-apples.  He  told  every  one  how 
beautiful  she  was,  to  convince  them  that  he  himself  was 
lovely ;  for  in  the  eyes  of  a  woman  her  panegyrist  is 
at  first  a  very  clever  man,  and  in  the  end  a  very  hand- 
some one.  Rosa  knew  that  grains  of  incense  are  the 
anise-seed  which  these  doves  fly  after,  as  though  they 
were  mad. 

*  The  globe  is  called  hi  German  "  imperial  apple." 
.  13* 
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Our  friend  had  no  occasion  to  fear  any  other  fruit- 
gatherer  —  neither  the  second,  eighth,  or  ninth  —  but  the 
eleventh,  that  is,  the  rifle  of  the  Saxon,  who  shot  like  a 
devil.  There  were  few  among  the  seventy  who  did  not 
wish  this  confounded  gallows-number  at  the  devil,  or,  at 
least,  in  the  vegetable  kingdom,  where  it  is  wanting.* 
The  barber  shot,  and  hit  the  eagle  in  the  leg,  but  both 
the  leg  and  the  imperial  globe  remained  aloft.  His 
lodger,  the  Advocate,  took  his  place,  but  the  landlord 
remained  in  the  shogting-house,  to  curse  his  fill  at  his 
unlucky  star.  Firmian,  on  elevating  his  rifle,  resolved 
not  to  aim  at  all  at  the  globe,  but  at  the  eagle's  tail,  in 
order,  if  possible,  to  shake  down  the  fruit.  In  one  second 
the  worm-eaten  apple  of  the  world  fell  down.  The  Saxon 
swore  beyond  all  description. 

Siebenkäs  almost  offered  up  a  prayer  in  his  heart,  not 
because  of  the  pewter  mustard-pot,  the  sugar-basin,  and 
five  florins,  which  rained  down  with  the  apple  into  his 
lap,  but  because  of  his  good  fortune  and  of  the  warm  sun, 
which  came  forth,  like  a  radiance,  from  a  circle  of  dis- 
tant clouds.  "  It  is  thy  intention  to  try  my  soul,  good 
Destiny,  and  therefore  dost  thou  put  it  into  every  posi- 
tion, as  a  man  does  his  watch,  into  a  perpendicular  and 
a  horizontal  position,  easy  and  uneasy  ones,  in  order  to 
see  whether  it  goes  well,  and  shows  the  time  correctly. 
Verily  it  shall !  " 

Tossing  this  little  imitation  of  an  earthly  sphere  from 
one  hand  to  the  other,  he  spun  and  wove  the  following 
syllogism.  "  What  a  succession  of  copies  !  Mere  pic- 
tures in  pictures,  comedies  in  comedies  !  The  imperial 
globe  of  the  emperor  is  an  image  of  the  terrestrial  globe, 

*  It  is  well  known  that  there  are  no  plants  with  eleven  stamens. 
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and  has  a  handful  of  earth  as  a  kernel.*  My  imperial 
globe  is,  in  its  turn,  an  image  of  the  emperor's,  and  has 
still  less  earth,  indeed  none  at  all ;  the  mustard-pot  and 
sugar-basin  are  again  images  of  this  image.  What  a 
series  of  diminutives  ere  man  enjoys  ! " 

Most  of  the  joys  of  man  are  only  preparatives  of  joy, 
and  when  he  thinks  he  has  gained  his  end,  he  has  but 
gained  a  means.  The  burning  sun  of  rapture  is  only 
revealed  to  our  weak  eyes  in  the  seventy  mirrors  of  oür 
seventy  years.  Each  mirror  reflects  its  image  on  the 
next,  fainter  and  paler,  and  from  the  seventieth  mirror 
the  sun  beams  upon  us  frozenly,  and  has  become  a 
moon  ?  f 

He  ran  home,  but  without  the  imperial  globe,  for  he 
would  not  tell  his  wife  of  this  harvest  before  the  evening. 
It  was  very  refreshing  to  him  to  creep  away,  during  his 
shooting-vacations,  from  the  tumult  of  the  public  throng 
to  his  own  little  peaceful  apartment,  and,  having  related 
the  principal  events  that  had  taken  place,  once  more 
return  and  mingle  with  the  crowd. 

As  his  number  was  a  neighbor  of  Rosa's,  and  they 
had  consequently  the  same  vacations,  I  am  surprised 
that  he  did  not  meet  the  Venn  er  von  Meyern  upon  the 
same  steps,  beneath  his  window ;  for  the  latter  crawled 
up  and  down  there  with  head  erect  like  an  ant.  Who- 
ever wishes  to  kill  a  young  gentleman  of  this  kind  must 
seek  him  beneath  a  maiden's  window,  if  not  in  the  embra- 

*  At  least,  a  chronicler  of  Wittemberg  writes,  that  earth  is  contained 
in  the  imperial  globe,  which,  however,  no  inhabitant  of  Nuremberg 
might  cut  open.  — Wagenseil,  de  Civ.  Noremb.,  p.  239. 

t  J.  Hooke  counsels  astronomers  to  reflect  the  image  of  the  sun 
from  mirror  to  mirror,  until  it  appear  extinguished.  —  Priestley's  His- 
tory of  Optics. 
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sure, — jast  as  a  careful  gardener,  who  seeks  to  destroy 
millipedes  and  wood-lice,  has  only  to  lift  up  the  flower- 
pots to  kill  them  in  heaps. 

Siebenkäs  did  not  hit  another  chip  the  whole  after- 
noon. He  could  not  even  knock  down  the  tail,  to  which 
he  had  so  happily  addressed  himself  in  order  to  shake 
down  the  globe  of  the  holy  Roman  empire.  Late  in  the 
evening  he  accompanied  the  town  militia,  amid  drum- 
ming and  fifing,  to  his  home.  Arrived  at  his  door,  he 
growled  in  imitation  of  Ruprecht,  who,  on  St.  Andrew's 
day,  brings  terror  and  fruit  for  the  first  time  to  children ; 
and  in  lieu  of  other  apples,  he  threw  his  wife  the  one  he 
had  shot  down.  Pardon  his  jest,  —  but  I  ought  not  to 
relate  such  trifles  at  all. 

On  laying  his  head  on  his  pillow,  Firmian  observed  to 
his  wife,  "  To-morrow,  Lenette,  at  this  hour,  we  shall 
know  whether  we  are  to  lay  a  pair  of  crowned  heads  on 
this  pillow  or  not ;  to-morrow,  on  returning  to  rest,  I 
will  remind  you  of  this  minute."  On  jumping  out  of 
bed  the  following  morning,  he  exclaimed,  "  I  jump  out  of 
bed  to-day  for  the  last  time,  I  hope,  as  a  common  man  !  * 

He  could  scarcely  wait  in  patience  to  behold  once 
more  the  bedewed  defective  bird,  full  of  gun-shot  wounds 
and  bone-splinters.  But  his  hope  to  shoot  himself  to  the 
rank  of  king  only  lasted  as  long  as  he  did  not  see  it ; 
and  he  therefore  willingly  agreed  to  the  proposition  of  the 
*  cunning  Saxon,  who  had  always  prepared  the  way  by  his 
own  bullets  for  the  good  shots  of  his  neighbor  number, 
to  divide  their  gains  and  losses  both  in  the  bird  and  the 
Cardinal.  This  confederacy  doubled  the  hopes  of  the 
Advocate  by  halving  them. 

But  the  two  brethren  in  arms  did  not  bring  down  a 
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colored  chip  the  whole  forenoon  (for  bird-shooters  can 
only  make  use  of  colored  chips,  —  wasps  of  uncolored 
chips).  Each  in  his*  heart  thought  the  other  was  his  evil 
star ;  for,  in  chance-occurrences,  man  prefers  a  supersti- 
tious explanation  to  no  explanation  at  all.  The  tickle 
Babylonian  whore  was  so  shy  and  prudish,  that  the  bar- 
ber once  sent  his  bullet  close  to  the  fellow  who  drew  it 
backwards  and  forwards  ;  but,  in  the  afternoon,  he  at 
length  hit  her  black  heart  with  his  Cupid's  arrow,  and 
consequently  the  pig  too.  Firmian  was  almost  fright- 
ened. He  said  he  would  only  accept  the  head  of  the  pig, 
this  heart-polypus  of  the  heart  of  the  Babylonian  fille  de 
joie,  unless  he  hit  something  himself.  All  that  now  re- 
mained of  the  bird  was  the  torso,  which  was  stuck  on 
the  pole,  as  though  it  were  the  rump  parliament  which 
the  pretenders  to  the  crown  sought  to  dissolve.  The  run- 
ning fire  spread  from  bosom  to  bosom,  fanned  by  every 
priming  powder  which  flashed  from  the  pan  ;  and  all  the 
remaining  shooters  trembled  simultaneously  with  the  shot 
bird. 

All,  except  Monsieur  von  Meyern,  who,  as  soon  as  he 
saw  all  the  people,  and  especially  our  hero,  absorbed  in 
their  expectancy,  had  gone  away,  and  marched  off  to 
Mrs.  Siebenkäs,  through  whom  he  hoped  to  become  king 
of  a  queen  with  more  probability  of  success  than  king  of 
the  shooters.  The  eye-glass  from  behind  which  he  aimed 
at  yonder  eagle  and  this  dove  (for,  like  Parisians,  he  held 
it  up  in  the  middle  of  the  room)  might  at  least  aid  him, 
he  thought,  to  kill  the  dove.  But  I  and  my  readers 
will  presently  follow  him  to  Firmian's  apartment. 

The  seventy  numbers  had  already  twice  loaded  for 
the  crowning  shot  —  in  vain.    The  tough  stump  on  the 
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pole  scarcely  moved ;  and  the  poor  fluttering  human 
hearts  were  agitated,  and  almost  pierced,  by  every  shot 
that  fell.  Their  fears  grew,  —  their  hopes  grew,  —  but 
most  of  all  their  curses,  —  those  ejaculatory  prayers  to 
the  Devil.  The  theologians,  in  the  seventh  decade  of  the 
present  century,  often  had  the  Devil  in  their  pens,  either 
denying  him  or  asserting  his  existence  ;  but  the  shooters 
of  Kuhschnappel  quoted  him  still  oftener,  and  more  espe- 
cially the  patricians. 

Seneca,  among  his  remedies  against  anger,  has  omitted 
the  simplest  of  all,  —  the  Devil.  The  Cabalists,  indeed, 
hold  in  very  high  estimation  the  medicinal  virtue  of 
Shemhamphorash,  an  opposite  name  ;  but  my  own  obser- 
vations lead  me  to  conclude  that  the  spotted  and  scarlet 
fever  of  anger,  which  is  easily  recognized  by  the  de- 
lirious ravings  of  the  patient,  more  readily  .yields  —  as 
well  perhaps  as  though  amulets  were  suspended  to  the 
body  —  on  using  the  name  of  the  Devil.  In  the  absence 
of  this  name,  the  ancients,  to  whom  Satan  was  wanting, 
recommended  simply  the  repetition  of  the  a  b  c,  in  which, 
to  be  sure,  the  name  of  the  Devil  equally  swims,  but 
diluted  with  too  many  letters.  In  like  manner  the  word 
"  abracadabra,"  spoken  diminuendo,  cure*d  a  man  of  a 
physical  fever.  In  the  inflammatory  fever  of  anger,  the 
number  of  devils  to  be  taken  must  be  proportionate  to 
the  materia  peccans  which  requires  to  be  thrown  off  by 
the  secretions  of  the  mouth.  For  a  little  indignation, 
"  The  Devil !  "  or  "  All  the  devils  !  "  is  sufficient ;  but  for 
the  splenetic  fever  of  wrath  I  would  prescribe,  "  Satan 
and  his  hellish  grandmother  !  "  and  go  on  increasing  the 
power  of  the  remedy  by  the  addition  of  a  little  "  thun- 
der "  and  "  blasting,"  since  the  healing  power  of  the  elec- 
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trie  fluid  is  so  well  known.  I  need  not  be  told  that,  for 
real  madness  or  rage,  such  doses  of  the  specific  are  of 
little  avail ;  and  I  would  therefore  allow  a  patient  so 
sorely  afflicted  to  be  "  carried  away  and  torn  by  a  whole 
legion  of  devils !  "  The  Devil  is  always  the  true  specific 
ingredient  ;  for  as  it  is  his  sting  which  puts  us  into  a 
passion,  he  must  necessarily  be  taken  to  cure  it,  as  a 
scorpion's  sting  is  cured  by  crushed  scorpions. 

The  fervor  of  expectation  mingled  together  into  one 
mass  the  nobility  and  penny-gallery  of  the  state.  Noble- 
men and  patricians,  on  such  occasions,  and  also  in  the 
chase  and  in  farming,  forget  who  they  are,  that  is  to  say, 
something  superior  to  the  citizen  class.  According  to 
my  opinion,  a  nobleman  should  never  lose  sight  of  the 
fact,  that  he  stands  much  in  the  same  relation  to  the 
people  as  the  actors  now-a-days  to  the  chorus.  In  the 
times  of  Thespis  the  chorus  sung  and  acted  the  whole 
tragedy ;  and  one  single  actor,  who  was  called  Pro- 
tagonist, added  a  few  words  about  the  drama,  without 
song.  JEschylus  introduced  a  second,  called  Deuter- 
agonist ;  Sophocles  a  third,  Tritagonist.  In  modern 
times  the  actors  remained  and  the  chorus  was  omitted  — 
unless  the  clapping  audience  be  taken  to  represent  the 
latter.  Thus,  too,  it  is  upon  the  earth,  —  the  national 
theatre  of  humanity:  the  chorus  or  people  is  pushed 
aside,  only  more  to  their  advantage  than  on  the  smaller 
stage,  and  is  elevated  from  actors,  for  whom  the  pro- 
tagonists (princes),  deuteragonists  (ministers),  and  the 
tritagonists  (aristocracy)  are  better  suited,  to  the  rank 
of  judging  and  clapping  spectators ;  and  the  Athenian 
chorus  is  now  comfortably  seated  in  the  pit,  near  the 
orchestra,  in  front  of  the  stage  on  which  the  principal 
actions  of  the  state  are  represented. 
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It  was  already  half  past  two  o'clock,  and  the  afternoon 
was  short.  The  shattered  bird  did  not  stir.  All  the 
world  swore  that  the  carpenter  who  had  hatched  it  out  of 
the  block  was  a  good-for-nothing  fellow,  and  had  made 
it  of  too  tough  a  wood. 

At  ladt,  disfigured  and  wounded,  it  seemed  about  to 
fall. 

The  barber,  who,  like  all  common  people,  was  con- 
scientious only  towards  individuals  and  not  towards 
communities,  made  no  scruple  of  secretly  taking,  in  lieu 
of  a  double-barrelled  gun,  double  bullets,  one  for  himself 
and  one  for  his  associate,  hoping  by  this  compound  to 
precipitate  the  eagle.  u  Satan  and  his  infernal  grand- 
mother ! "  he  exclaimed  after  his  shot,  applying  the 
above-mentioned  cooling  method  according  to  rule.  He 
now  built  his  hopes  upon  his  tenant,  and  gave  him  his 
rifle.  Siebenkäs  fired.  "  Ten  thousand  devils !  "  said 
the  Saxon,  needlessly  doubling  the  dose  of  his  devils,  as 
of  his  bullets,  against  his  fever. 

They  now  both  lowered  their  rifles,  discouraged ;  for 
there  were  more  pretenders  to  this  throne  than  once, 
under  Galienus,  to  that  of  Rome.  Of  the  latter  there 
were  but  thirty.  The  solemnizing  Septuagint  held  up 
in  turn  the  rifle  or  the  telescope,  to  see  that  this  constel- 
lation, suspended  in  the  heavens,  included  more  bullets 
than  there  are  stars  in  the  astronomical  eagle.  The  faces 
of  all  the  spectators  were  turned  to  this  keblah  of  the 
bird,  like  those  of  the  Jews  towards  the  ruins  of  Jerusa- 
lem. Old  Sabel  sat  behind  her  stall  covered  with  eat- 
ables, without  customers,  and  gazed  aloft  herself.  The 
first  numbers  did  not  even  take  the  trouble  to  pour  pow- 
der into  their  priming-pans.    Firmian  deplored  the  dull 
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human  hearts  swimming  in  their  muddy  earthly  blood, 
for  whom,  at  this  moment,  the  setting  sun,  the  brilliant 
sky,  and  the  outstretched  earth,  were  invisible,  or  rather 
shrunk  to  a  shattered  block  of  wood.  The  surest  sign 
that  their  hearts  lay  chained  in  the  eternal  prison-house 
of  want  was,  that  no  one  could  make  a  witty  allusion 
to  the  bird,  or  the  chance  of  becoming  king.  Man  can 
only  perceive  resemblances  and  connections  in  those 
things  which  leave  his  soul  unshackled.  Firmian  thought, 
"  This  bird  is  the  true  decoy  with  feathers  for  this  peo- 
ple, and  the  money  lies  upon  it  as  the  bait."  And  yet 
he  had  himself  three  reasons  for  desiring  to  become  king : 
firstly,  in  order  to  laugh  himself  to  death  at  his  coro«a- 
tion ;  secondly,  for  Lenette's  sake  ;  and,  thirdly,  for  his 
own. 

By  degrees  the  second  half  of  the  seventy  fathers  shot 
off,  and  the  first  numbers  began  to  load  again,  just  for 
fun.  No  man  any  longer  shot  without  a  double  load. 
The  turn  of  our  two  Hanseatic  confederates  again  ap- 
proached ;  and,  as  the  night  grew  every  moment  darker, 
Siebenkäs  borrowed  a  more  powerful  eye-glass,  which  he 
screwed  on  his  rifle,  like  a  finder  on  a  telescope. 

No.  10  knocked  the  bird  out  of  its  hook,  and  it  now 
only  hung  suspended  to  it  by  its  weight ;  for  they  had 
almost  saturated  and  incrusted  the  wood  with  lead,  as 
certain  springs  convert  wood  into  iron. 

The  Saxon  had  but  to  graze  the  eagle's  trunk,  or 
merely  the  pole,  or  the  evening  wind  had  but  to  give  a 
puff,  and  the  bird  of  prey  would  come  tumbling  down. 
He  presented  —  took  aim  for  an  eternity,  for  fifty  florins 
now  hung  in  the  air  —  fired  —  his  rifle  flashed  in  the 
pan.  •  The  musicians  already  held  their  trumpets  horizon- 

T 


306    FLOWER,  FRUIT,  AND  THORN  PIECES. 


tally,  and  their  music-leaves  perpendicularly.  The  boys 
already  stood  congregated  round  the  pole,  ready  to  pick 
up  the  fallen  skeleton.  The  merry-andrew  could  make 
no  more  jests  from  very  expectation  ;  and  his  wondering 
soul  sat  aloft  alongside  of  the  bird.  The  nervously- 
agitated  hair-dresser  fired  again,  —  again  the  powder 
flashed  in  the  pan.    He  sweated,  —  glowed,  —  trembled, 

—  loaded,  —  took  aim,  —  pulled  the  trigger,  —  and  fired 

—  two  or  three  yards  at  least  above  the  bird. 

He  retired,  silent,  pale,  and  covered  with  a  cold  sweat, 
and  did  not  even  swear  a  single  oath.  I  conjecture 
that  he  even  offered  up  a  few  secret  prayers  that  his 
associate,  by  the  grace  of  God,  might  capture  the 
feathered  game. 

Firmian  stepped  forward,  thought  purposely  of  some- 
thing else  in  order  to  subdue  his  throbbing  expectation, 
and  took  a  quick  aim  at  this  anchor  of  his  little  storms 
floating  in  the  twilight.  He  fired,  —  beheld  the  block, 
like  Fortune's  wheel,  turn  three  times  round  in  the  air, 
and  at  last  spring  off  and  fly  down. 

As  at  the  coronation  of  the  old  French  kings  a  living 
bird  always  fluttered  in  the  sky ;  as  at  the  apotheosis  of 
the  Roman  emperors  an  eagle  rose  up  out  of  the  funeral 
pyre  towards  the  heavens  ;  so,  at  the  coronation  of  my 
hero,  an  eagle  flew  down. 

The  children  and  the  trumpets  screamed.  One  part 
of  the  people  wanted  to  see  and  know  the  new  king ; 
the  other  streamed  to  meet  the  buffoon,  who  bore  the 
shivered  bullet-case,  the  eagle's  belly,  aloft  through  the 
crowd.  The  barber  rushed  towards  it,  and  screamed, 
"  Vivat  the  king ! "  adding  that  he  too  was  one  ;  and 
Firmian  retired  silently  into  the  house,  and  was  full  of 
joy,  but  at  the  same  time  full  of  emotion. 
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It  is  now  time  for  all  of  us  to  run  to  the  town,  and  see 
what  Rosa  gained  from  the  wife  while  the  husband  was 
ascending  a  throne ;  whether  he  won  a  more  beautiful 
crown  or  a  pillory  ;  and  how  many  steps  he  ascended  to 
the  one  or  the  other. 

Rosa  knocked  at  Lenette's  door,  and  entered  imme- 
diately, lest  she  should  come  and  see  who  was  there. 
He  had  torn  himself  away,  he  said,  from  the  shooting 
company ;  her  husband  would  follow  immediately,  and 
he  came  here  to  wait  for  him :  his  rifle  had  again  been 
very  fortunate.  With  these  truths  he  approached  the 
frightened  Lenette ;  and,  assuming  an  expression  of  fine- 
gentleman  coolness,  and  walking  with  an  air  of  indiffer- 
ence up  and  down  the  room,  he  asked  her  whether  this 
April-like  weather  affected  her  health  ;  it  consumed  him, 
he  said,  with  a  slow  fever.  Lenette  stood  timidly  near 
the  window,  with  her  eyes  half  in  the  street,  half  in  the 
room.  In  passing,  he  took  a  glance  at  her  work-table, 
and  lifted  up  a  round  paper  cap-pattern  and  a  pair  of 
scissors  ;  but  laid  them  both  down  again,  because  hrs  at- 
tention was  more  attracted  by  some  papers  of  pins. 

"  These  are  No.  8,"  said  he.  "  These  pins  are  much 
too  large,  madam  ;  their  heads  might  be  used  for  No.  1 
shot.*  There  is  shot  No.  8  ;  that  is  a  paper  of  No.  1. 
The  lady  on  whose  dress  you  employ  them  should  feel 
obliged  to  me." 

He  thereupon  approached  her  hastily,  and,  with  a  cool 
assurance,  drew  out  a  pin  from  beneath  the  region  of  her 
heart,  where  she  had  a  whole  quiver  or  thorny  hedge  of 
them  sticking  ready  for  use,  and  holding  it  up  before  her 

*  For  the  information  of  my  male  readers,  I  mention  that  a  high 
number  denotes  large  pins,  and  for  that  of  my  female  readers,  that  a 
high  number  denotes  small  shot. 
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eyes  he  said,  "  Look  at  the  bad  plating.  It  blackens 
wherever  it  is  stuck  * ;  and,  throwing  it  out  of  the  win- 
dow, made  a  move  as  though  he  would  pull  out  all  the 
rest  from  the  region  of  her  heart,  in  which  Destiny  had 
thrust  nothing  but  badly-plated  pins,  and  in  their  place 
ifisert  his  own  into  this  lovely  pincushion;  but  Lenette, 
warding  him  off,  replied  writh  a  manner  as  cold  as  ice, 
"  Pray  don't  give  yourself  the  trouble." 

"  I  wish,"  said  he,  looking  at  his  watch,  "  that  your 
husband  wrould  come.  The  king's  shot  must  be  over 
long  ere  this." 

He  now  again  took  up  the  paper  cap-pattern ;  but  as 
she  regarded  him  with  a  look  of  anxiety  lest  he  should 
spoil  it,  he  pulled  out  of  his  pocket  a  sheet  of  paper 
dipped  in  hippocrene,  and  cut  it  up  for  pastime  by  a  wavy 
line  into  concentric  hearts,  like  a  flat  diamond.  He  re- 
sembled the  augurs  in  always  endeavoring  to  steal  away 
the  heart  from  the  beasts  of  sacrifice  ;  and  his  own  heart, 
like  that  of  a  coquette,  always  grew  again  after  he  had 
lost  it,  like  the  tail  of  a  lizard.  He  had  the  word  "  heart," 
which  the  Germans  and  men  in  general  are  almost 
ashamed  of  using,  forever  on  his  tongue,  or,  at  least,  an 
impression  of  it  on  a  gem  in  his  hand 

He  left  the  pins  and  the  rhyme-filled  hearts* behind 
him ;  I  fancy,  because  women  always  think  with  afiection 
of  an  absent  person  whose  presents  are  before  their  eyes. 
Rosa  belonged  to  that  class  of  people  of  both  sexes,  who 
never  exhibit  any  acuteness  or  knowledge  of  human  na- 
ture except  in  their  love  to  the  opposite  sex.  He  next 
catechised  her  upon  all  sorts  of  cooking  and  washing 
recipes  ;  and  in  spite  of  her  pious  resolve  to  speak  in 
monosyllables,  she  answered  in  all  the  fulness  of  words 
and  ingredients.     At  last  he  made  his  preparations  to 
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depart,  saying  he  bad  particularly  desired  the  return  of 
her  husband,  because  he  had  something  to  say  to  him 
upon  a  certain  affair  which  it  was  impossible  to  mention 
in  the  shooting-house  yonder  among  so  large  a  concourse 
of  persons,  and  in  presence  of  the  Heimlicher  von  Blaise. 
"  I  will  call  again,"  continued  he  ;  "  but  I  can  mention 
the  principal  points  to  yourself"  ;  upon  which  he  seated 
himself  before  her,  hat  and  stick  in  hand. 

Just  as  he  was  about  to  commence,  he  observed  that 
the  was  standing,  whereupon  he  laid  everything  aside  in 
order  to  place  a  chair  for  her  opposite  to  himself. 

His  propinquity  at  least  flattered  her  olfactory  nerves, 
for  he  was  as  odoriferous  as  though  he  had  come  fresh 
from  Paradise.  His  pocket-handkerchief  was  a  musk's 
bag,  and  his  head  was  an  altar  of  sweet  incense,  or  a 
magnified  ball  of  civet.  Shaw  has  remarked  that  the 
whole  race  of  vipers  emit  a  peculiarly  sweet  odor. 

She  might  easily  conjecture,  he  began,  that  his  com- 
munication had  reference  to  the  unhappy  lawsuit  with  the 
Heimlicher.  It  was  true  the  Advocate  of  the  Poor  did 
not  himself  deserve  that  any  one  should  interest  himself 
in  his  favor ;  but  he  had  an  excellent  wife,  who  did  de- 
serve it.  (He  laid  an  emphasis  on  the  word  "  excellent," 
by  a  slight  pressure  of  her  hand.)  He  might  take  to  him- 
self the  merit  of  having  induced  the  Heimlicher  to  defer 
his  *  No  "  three  times,  since  he  had  not  yet.  been  able  to 
speak  to  the  Advocate  in  person  ;  but  now,  after  the  late 
event,  since  a  pasquinade  of  Mr.  Leibgeber,  whose  hand 
was  well  known,  had  come  to  light  near  a  stove-statue  of 
the  Heimlicher,*  there  was  no  longer  any  question  of 

*  Every  one  must  recollect,  in  the  second  chapter,  the  stirring  ad- 
dress to  Blaise  which  Leibgeber  had  written  with  sympathetic  ink 
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yielding  or  giving  up  the  inheritance  on  the  part  of  the 
latter.  This  made  his  heart  bleed ;  the  more  especially 
as,  since  his  illness,  he  took  too  much  interest  in  every- 
thing. He  was  aware  of  the  sad  condition  of  Lenette's 
domestic  circumstances  in  consequence  of  the  lawsuit ; 
he  had  often  sighed  over  it  in  vain,  and  would  therefore 
most  gladly  advance  any  sum  she  might  require  for  her 
daily  expenses.  As  yet  she  knew  him  but  little,  and  was, 
perhaps,  not  aware  of  what  he  did  every  month,  from 
motives  of  the  purest  benevolence,  for  six  institutions  of 
the  poor  in  Kuhschnappel,  but  he  had  certificates  to  prove 
it ;  —  whereupon  he  immediately  drew  forth  six  receipts 
of  the  poor-house  commission,  and  presented  them  to  her 
for  inspection. 

I  should  not  prove  myself  the  impartial  man  which  I 
profess  to  be,  did  I  not  freely  acknowledge  that  the  Ven- 
ner  had  really  shown,  from  his  youth  upwards,  a  certain 
inclination  to  do  good  and  assist  the  poor  of  every  age 
and  sex ;  and  that  it  was  the  consciousness  of  such  open- 
hearted  conduct  on  his  part,  contrasted  with  the  narrow 
illiberality  of  Kuhschnappel,  which  gave  him  a  certain 
air  of  pride  in  presence  of  the  niggardly  judges  of  his 
generous  seductions ;  for  his  conscience  bore  him  witness 
that  he  never  committed  these  sins  until,  reversing  the 
transformation  from  a  spider  into  a  jewel,  he  again  spun 
bright  webs  to  catch  something  while  they  were  glisten- 
ing with  sparkling  dew-drops  of  tears. 

near  the  stove  representing  the  Goddess  of  Justice.  On  a  cold  autumn 
day,  when  the  Themis  was  heated  for  a  grand  company,  the  short 
pasquinade  which  called  him  a  minister  of  injustice,  &c.  became  visi- 
ble to  the  greater  part  of  the  guests  before  any  one  thought  of  scratch- 
ing it  out.  But  Blaise  made  no  secret  of  it,  that  it  had  been  written 
either  by  Leibgeber  or  Siebenkäs. 
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For  such  a  woman  as  Lenette,  continued  he,  he  would 
do  very  different  things ;  and  as  a  proof,  he  adduced  the 
fact  of  his  braving  the  sentiments  of  the  Heimlicher  to- 
wards their  family,  and  of  his  swallowing  speeches  from 
her  husband,  which,  patrician  as  he  was,  he  was  not  ac- 
customed to  endure  from  any  one.  "  By  heaven  !  "  he 
concluded,  "you  have  only  to  ask  of  me  as  much  money 
as  you  please." 

The  trembling  Lenette  blushed  with  shame  at  the  dis- 
covery of  her  poverty  and  her  pawning ;  he  therefore 
sought  to  calm  the  waves  by  a  few  drops  of  smooth  oil, 
and  commenced  by  blaming  his  bride  a  little,  who  was 
at  Baireuth. 

"  I  wish,"  said  he,  "  that  she  could  visit  the  school  of 
your  domestic  management,  for  she  reads  too  much  and 
works  too  little.  Truly  a  woman  possessed  of  such  charms 
as  yours,  unconscious  of  them  as  you  are,  of  such  pa- 
tience, such  domestic  industry,  should  have  a  very  differ- 
ent sort  of  household  for  her  sphere  of  action." 

Her  hand  now  lay  in  the  stocks  and  personal  arrest 
of  his,  —  the  humility  of  poverty  fettered  her  wings,  her 
tongue,  and  her  hands.  His  inclination  and  his  avarice 
respected  no  boundary-marks  in  women,  but  like  a  thief 
he  sought  to  remove  them  all.  Most  men  in  their  de- 
structive hunger  resemble  the  jay,  which  in  order  to  get 
at  the  seeds  plucks  the  carnation  to  pieces.  He  directed 
upon  her  downcast  eyes  a  long  humid  glance  of  love,  still 
allowed  his  gaze  to  dwell  upon. them  after  she  had  lifted 
them  up,  and  by  this  means  keeping  his  eyelids  forcibly 
open,  and  thinking  of  touching  things,  he  sucflgeded  in 
giving  birth  to  more  drops  than  would  suffice  to  kill  the 
smaller  species  of  colubri. 
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In  him,  as  in  a  good  actor,  every  assumed  emotion 
ended  by  becoming  real,  and  every  piece  of  flattery  that 
he  uttered  grew  into  a  feeling  of  respect.  When  he  felt 
there  were  enough  drops  in  his  eyes  and  enough  sighs  in 
his  bosom,  he  asked  her  :  "  Do  you  know  why  I  weep  ?  " 
She  looked  up  to  his  eyes  innocently,  and,  kindly  alarmed, 
her  own  overflowed. 

"  I  weep,"  continued  he,  in  an  encouraged  tone,  "  be- 
cause your  lot  is  not  as  good  as  you  deserve."  Selfish 
dwarf!  you  should  have  spared  the  poor  trembling  soul, 
drowned  in  all  the  tears  of  a  long  past.  But  he,  who 
was  only  acquainted  with  artificial  mean  mock-sorrows, 
and  knew  nothing  of  destroying  torments,  spared  not  the 
sufferer.  However,  that  which  he  intended  to  make  the 
bridge  from  his  heart  into  hers  —  namely,  grief  —  became, 
on  the  Contrary,  the  barrier.  A  dance,  or  any  other  joy- 
ful intoxication  of  the  senses,  would  have  furthered  his 
cause  with  this  plain  upright  woman  better  than  three 
buckets  full  of  selfish  tears.  Full  of  hope,  he  unloaded 
his  blooming  sorrow-laden  head  with  his  hands  upon  her 
lap  

■  But  Lenette  jumped  up  so  suddenly  that  he  could 
scarcely  raise  himself  after  her.  She  looked  inquiringly 
into  his  eyes  

Upright  women,  I  imagine,  must  have  a  peculiar  theory 
about  the  lightning  of  the  eyes,  by  which  they  distinguish 
the  yellow  glare  of  hell  from  the  pure  flashes  of  heaven. 
The  rake  knew  as  little  about  the  flashing  of  his  eye,  as 
Moses  about  that  of  his  face. 

Her  gteuice  turned  away  from  the  scorching  one  of  the 
stranger ;  but  it  is  my  duty,  as  an  historian,  now  that 
so  many  thousand  readers  and  I  myself  are  attacking  the 
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defenceless  Everard,  not  to  disguise  the  fact,  that  Lenette 
had  the  somewhat  coarse  sketches  of  the  Schulrath  Stie- 
fel—  who  with  a  very  broad  piece  of  charcoal  had  drawn 
before  her  the  battle-fields  of  all  rakes,  and  especially  of 
this  one  —  floating  before  her  imagination  all  the  even- 
ing, and  she  consequently  regarded  every  step  of  Rosa, 
either  in  retreat  or  advance,  with  suspicion. 

And  yet  I  shall  but  injure  the  poor  devil  by  every  ad- 
ditional word.  Many  ladies,  who,  from  the  Salic  or  Mei- 
ner's  laws,  have  learnt  that  in  former  times  the  fine  for 
touching  a  woman's  fingers  was  as  heavy  as  that  for  hew- 
ing off  the  middle  finger  of  a  man,  viz.  fifteen  shillings, 
—  these  ladies  will  never  be  appeased,  when  I  continue, 
because  they  have  read  in  Mallet,  that  a  person  who 
kissed  a  woman  against  her  will  was  by  law  condemned 
to  banishment.  Yes,  there  are  many  women  in  the  pres- 
ent day  who  still  maintain  the  strictness  of  the  old  Ger- 
man pandects,  and  do  not  indeed  banish  the  lip-thief  out 
of  the  room,  but  force  him  to  remain  in  it ;  for  in  law, 
banishment  and  confinement  to  one  place,  or  imprison- 
ment, are  indifferently  awarded.  In  like  manner  they 
condemn  debtors  to  whom  they  have  lent  their  hearts, 
and  who  will  not  return  them,  to  the  imprisonment  of  the 
marriage-bed. 

The  only  excuse  Rosa  could  offer  for  his  fault  on  rising 
was  to  make  it  greater,  and  he  therefore  fell  upon  the 
neck  of  the  marble  goddess  

But  here  an  observation  intrudes  itself  which  I  must 
first  clear  out  of  my  way.  Many  beauties  defend  their 
refusal  by  granting,  and  make  no  opposition  in  smaller 
things  in  order  to  remunerate  themselves  for  their  vir- 
tuous campaign.     They  give  up  many  of  their  posses- 
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sions  and  defences,  such  as  clothes,  words,  &c,  in  order 
to  be  beforehand  with  the  enemy,  and  meet  him  to  better 
advantage ;  much  in  the  manner  of  a  skilful  general,  who 
burns  down  the  suburbs,  that  he  may  fight  and  defend 
himself  better  in  the  citadel. 

My  only  object  in  making  tlus  reflection,  is  to  observe 
that  it  does  not  apply  to  Lenette  in  the  least.  With  her 
angelically  pure  spirit  and  body  she  might  have  entered 
direct  into  heaven  without  changing  her*  dress.  She 
might  take  her  eye,  her  heart,  her  dress,  all  along  with 
her,  excepting  her  tongue,  which  was  uneducated  and  in- 
cautious. She  resisted,  therefore,  the  burglary  which 
Everard  strove  to  commit  on  her  lips,  in  a  manner  too 
serious  and  impolite,  perhaps,  for  so  slight  a  robbery  of 
fruit.  Lenette,  it  may  be,  would  have  been  less  severe, 
had  she  been  able  to  get  the  Schulrath's  highly-colored 
prophecies  about  Rosa  out  of  her  head. 

Rosa  had  counted  upon  a  less  disagreeable  mode  and 
measure  of  refusal.  His  obstinacy  was  of  no  avail  in 
combating  a  greater.  A  gnat-swarm  of  passionate  reso- 
lutions buzzed  deafening  about  his  ears  ;  but  when  at 
length  she  said  (she  must  have  learnt  it  from  the  Schul- 
rath),  "  Gracious  sir,  it  is  written  in  the  ten  holy  com- 
mandments, 4  Thou  shalt  not  covet  thy  neighbor's  wife ' ! 9 
he  made  a  sudden  leap  from  the  cross-road  of  love  and 
spite  into  —  his  pocket,  and  pulled  out  a  wreath  of  artifi- 
cial flowers.  " 

"  There,  take  that,  you  ugly,  inexorable  creature ! 9 
he  exclaimed  ;  "  take  this  wreath  of  forget-me-not  as 
a  souvenir;  the  Devil  take  me,  if  I  demand  anything 
more." 

Had  she  taken  it,  he  would  immediately  have  de- 
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manded  more ;  but  she  pushed  away  the  silken  wreath 
with  both  hands,  and  turned  aside  her  gaze.  Then  the 
phoney  of  love  in  his  soul  soured  into  genuine  vinegar. 
He  became  exceedingly  mad,  and  throwing  the  flowers 
far  across  the  table,  he  exclaimed :  "  They  are  your  own 
pawned  flowers,  which  I  have  redeemed  from  the  taxa- 
trice  ;  you  must  keep  them."  Whereupon  he  departed  ; 
but  first  made  his  bow ;  and  Lenette,  sorely  wounded, 
curtsied  too. 

She  took  up  the  poisonous  wreath  and  examined  it 
more  closely  at  the  window,  where  there  was  more  light. 
Alas  !  they  were  indeed  her  roses,  and  the  rose-buds  on 
whose  iron  thorns  hung  the  blood-drops,  as  it  were,  of  two 
pierced  hearts.  As  thus,  weeping  and  oppressed,  and 
more  stupefied  than  attentive,  she  gazed  out  of  the  win- 
dow, she  was  surprised  that  her  soul's  tormentor,  whom 
she  had  heard  descending  the  stairs,  had  not  yet  left  the 
house.  After  watching  attentively  for  a  long  period, 
during  which  fear  acted  the  part  of  consoler  and  con- 
quered her  grief,  and  the  future  overpowered  the  past, 
the  crowned  barber  came  galloping  along  whistling,  the 
corner  of  his  hat  aiming  at  the  skies,  and  screamed  out 
preliminarily,  as  he  ran  up  to  the  house,  "  Mrs.  Queen !  " 
for  before  he  could  do  anything  else,  he  must  needs  rush 
into  his  own  room  and  proclaim  four  people  at  once  kings 
and  queens. 

It  is  now  my  duty  to  conduct  the  readel*to  the  corner 
where  the  Venner  is  hid.  On  quitting  Lenette,  he 
descended  in  a  double  sense  straight  to  the  barber's  wife. 
She  was  one  of  those  ordinary  women,  who,  the  whole 
year  through,  never  dream  of  such  a  thing  as  becoming 
unfaithful,  (for  no  horse  has  to  work  as  much  as  they 
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have,)  and  who  only  become  so  when  a  tempter  appears, 
whom  they  neither  invite  nor  shun,  and  at  their  next 
bread-baking  they  have  probably  forgotten  the  whold* 
affair.  Indeed,  the  superiority  which  women  of  this  class 
assume  over  those  of  a  higher  rank  in  the  matter  of  fidel- 
ity, is  at  least  as  questionable  in  a  moral  point  of  view  as 
it  is  true  in  fact ;  for  among  the  middle  classes  there  are 
few  tempters,  and  those,  for  the  most  part,  are  coarse 
men.  Like  the  earth-worm,  which  has  ten  hearts  reach- 
ing from  its  one  extremity  to  the  other,  Rosa  was  pro- 
vided and  stuffed  with  as  many  hearts  as  there  are  species 
of  women  ;  for  the  delicate,  the  coarse,  the  pious,  the 
immoral,  for  each  and  all  he  had  an  appropriate  heart  at 
hand :  for  as  Lessing  and  others  who  disapprove  of  a 
partial  taste,  and  are  always  recommending  a  more  uni- 
versal one  to  connoisseurs,  which  shall  appreciate  the 
beauty  of  all  times  and  nations,  so  do  the  men  of  the 
world  insist  upon  a  general  taste  for  living  two-footed 
beauties,  which  shall  not  exclude  any  variety,  but  find 
gratification  in  all. 

Such  a  taste  the  Venner  possessed.  There  was  such 
a  difference  in  his  soul  between  the  feelings  he  enter- 
tained for  the  barber's  wife,  and  those  he  cherished  for 
Lenette,  that  out  of  spite  he  resolved  on  the  stairs  to  over- 
leap the  difference,  and  pay  a  visit  to  the  landlady,  whose 
consumptive  husband  was  making  confederacies  yonder 
and  laboring^tor  another  species  of  coronation.  Sophia, 
such  was  her  name,  had  frequently  combed  out  wigs  at 
the  bookbinder's,  while  the  Venner  was  there  getting  the 
novels  of  his  life  bound.  They  had  there  told  one  another 
by  glances  what  will  not  admit  of  the  glance  of  another. 
Meyern  entered  the  childless  apartment  with  the  bold 
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mien  of  an  epic  poet,  who  sets  himself  above  all  preface. 
There  was  a  space  in  the  room  partitioned  off  by  boards, 
in  which  there  was  little  or  nothing  ;  no  window,  no  chair, 
nothing  but  a  little  warmth  from  the  room,  a  cupboard, 
and  the  bed  of  the  married  pair. 

Immediately  after  the  first  compliments,  Rosa  had  sta- 
tioned himself  behind  the  door  of  the  partition  ;  for  as  the 
street  passed  close  by  the  window,  he  did  not  wish  to  give 
any  cause  for  evil  surmise  to  the  passers-by. 

All  at  once  Sophia  perceived  her  husband  run  past  the 
window.  The  intention  of  a  sin  betrays  itself  by  super- 
fluous caution.  Both  Rosa  and  Sophia  were  so  startled 
at  the  appearance  of  the  running  barber,  that  she  coun- 
selled the  nobleman  to  step  back  behind  the  partition, 
until  her  husband  returned  to  the  shooting-house.  The 
Venner  stumbled  into  the  sanctuary,  and  Sophia  placed 
herself  at  the  door  of  the  partition,  and,  just  as  her  hus- 
band opened  the  door  and  entered  the  room,  she  made  as 
if  she  were  coming  out,  and  shut  the  door  after  her. 

Scarcely  had  the  hair-dresser  spouted  out  his  elevation 
of  rank,  when  he  rushed  out  again,  accusing  himself  with 
the  words,  "  She  does  not  know  it  yet  up-stairs  ! "  Joy 
and  hurried  drinking  had  clouded  his  brightest  thoughts. 
He  ran  to  the  bottom  of  the  stairs,  and  screamed  out  from 
below,  —  for  he  was  in  haste  to  return  and  join  in  the 
procession,  —  "  Madame  Siebenkäs  ! " 

She  hastened  half-way  down  stairs,  and  "heard  the  glad 
tidings  ;  and  then,  as  a  mark  of  her  joy  or  fruit  of  her  in- 
creased love  to  her  more  fortunate  husband,  or  as  the  fruit 
of  what  is  more  usually  allied  to  joy,  her  fear,  she  threw 
Jaim  down  the  question,  "  Is  Monsieur  von  Meyern  still 
below?" 
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"  Wäs  he,  then,  in  my  room  ? "  asked  th§  barber  in 
return  ;  and  his  wife,  who  stood  at  the  door,  added  un- 
asked, "  Was  he,  then,  in  the  house  ? " 

Lenette  answered  suspiciously,  "  He  was  up  here,  but 
he  has  not  yet  gone  out." 

The  hair-dresser  hereupon  grew  mistrustful ;  for  con- 
sumptive people  trust  no  woman,  and,  like  children,  they 
hold  every  chimney-sweep  for  the  Devil  with  horns. 
"  All 's  not  right,  Sophy,"  said  he. 

The  short  dropsy  of  the  brain  consequent  on  this  day's 
drinking,  the  half-share  in  the  throne  and  the  fifty  florins, 
so  raised  his  courage,  that  he  inwardly  resolved  to  thrash 
the  Venner,  if  he  should  catch  him  in  any  unlawful  cor- 
ner. He  therefore  undertook  a  voyage  of  discovery ; 
first,  he  searched  the  passage,  and  the  scent  that  led  him 
on  his  track  was  Rosa's  odoriferous  head.  He  followed 
the  cloud-column  of  incense  into  the  chamber,  and  ob- 
served that  the  Ariadne's  thread",  the  sweet  jmrfume,  grad- 
ually thickened,  and  he  knew  that  here  beneath  these 
flowers  lay  the  snake,  for,  according  to  Pliny,  sweet- 
smelling  forests  harbor  vipers. 

Sophia  wished  herself  down  in  the  lowest  of  Dante's 
hells  ;  but  in  good  sooth  she  was  there  already.  It  was 
evident  to  the  barber,  that,  if  the  Venner  were  hidden  in 
the  titmouse-cage  of  the  partition,  the  bear  would  then  be 
safe  in  the  trap,  and  he  therefore  deferred  the  examina- 
tion of  that  place  to  the  last. 

It  is  historically  certain,  that  he  seized  a  pair  of  curl- 
ing-tongs, in  order  with  this  gauge  to  measure  the  cubic 
contents  of  the  dark  partition  ;  and  on  entering,  he  held 
them  out  horizontally,  and  swung  his  arm  from  side  to 
side,  but  he  hit  against  nothing  ;  he  thereupon  poked  the 
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sound  or  probe  into  more  places  than  one,  —  first  into  the 
bed,  then  under  the  bed  ;  and  he  also  took  the  precaution 
of  opening  and  shutting  the  tongs,  which  were  not  red-hot, 
in  case  peradventure  a  lock  of  hair  should  fall  between 
the  nippers, «—  the  iron  caught  nothing  but  air.  He  now 
came  to  a  clothes-press  in  the  wall,  the  door  of  which  had 
stood  ajar  for  the  last  six  years,  ever  since  the  loss  of  the 
key,  which  they  were  too  disorderly  to  replace,  and,  in 
consequence,  they  were  obliged  to  guard  against  the  snap- 
ping-to  of  the  lock.  But  to-day  the  door  was  drawn  close, 
for  the  Venner  stood  trembling  inside,  and  held  it.  The 
barber  pushed  —  the  lock  snapped — and  now  the  net  was 
drawn  over  the  quail. 

The  landlord  could  now  at  his  leisure  do  what  he 
pleased,  and  take  his  further  measures  with  due  delibera- 
tion, for  the  Venner  could  not  get  out. 

He  sent  his  wife,  who  was  red  with  shame,  and  went 
on  contradicting  and  sobbing,  to  fetch  the  locksmith  and 
his  battering-ram  ;  but  she  resolved  to  bring  back  a  lie 
instead  of  the  smith.  As  soon  as  she  was  gone,  he  called- 
down  the  cobbler  Fecht,  in  order  that  he  might  be  both 
witness  and  assistant  in  what  he  projected.  The  shoe- 
patcher  slipped  after  him  into  the  room.  The  hectic 
barber  then  went  up  to  the  canary-cage,  and  thus  addressed 
the  self-imprisoned  bird  :  — 

"  Gracious  sir !  I  know  you  are  inside ;  you  may 
move  now.  I  am  alone,  by  my  mother's  soul,  and  will 
quietly  break  open  the  lock  with  the  tongs  and  let  you 
out.  He  laid  his  ear  to  the  door  of  this  Spandau,  and 
hearing  the  prisoner  sigh,  he  continued,  "  You  are  sigh- 
ing now,  gracious  sir,  for  I  am  at  the  door.  When  the 
smith  comes  and  breaks  it  open,  we  shall  all  see  you,  and 
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I  shall  call  the  whole  house  hither ;  but  I  only  demand  a 
trifle  of  you,  and  will  then  let  you  go  away  secretly.  All 
I  ask  is,  your  hat,  a  few  groschen,  and  your  custom." 

At  last  the  condemned  felon  knocked  on  the  inside  of 
his  closet-door.  "  Yes,  I  am  here,"  said  he  ;  '^only  let  me 
out,  and  you  shall  have  everything.  I  will  help  to  burst 
open  the  door  from  within." 

The  hair-dresser  and  the  cobbler  put  the  crowbar  to  the 
parlatorio-grating  of  the  fortress-prison,  and  the  prisoner 
pushed  from  within.  During  the  operation  of  breaking 
open  the  door  of  jubilee,  the  barber  further  bargained, 
that  the  hermit  should  be  condemned  to  pay  the  wages  of 
the  locksmith  ;  and  at  last,  like  an  armed  Pallas  out  of  the 
opened  forehead,  Rosa  came  to  light. 

"  Without  me,"  said  Fecht,  "  the  master  of  the  house 
would  never  have  broken  it  open." 

Rosa  made  great  eyes  on  seeing  this  his  additional 
saviour  from  personal  arrest,  took  off  his  sweet-smelling 
hat,  which  the  intoxicated  hair-curler  immediately  clapped 
upon  his  own  head,  threw  to  both  of  them  out  of  his 
waistcoat-pocket  a  few  drops  of  golden  rain,  and,  in 
fear  of  them  and  the  blacksmith,  hastened  home  in  the 
dark  bareheaded.  But  the  hair-dresser,  whose  brows 
were  not  far  from  obtaining  the  triple  crown  of  the 
early  emperors  *  and  the  modern  popes ;  for  the  bird 
threw  him  the  crown,  the  Venner  the  hat,  and  his  wife, 
too,  wanted  to  clap  something  mon  them  ;  —  the  barber 
returned  full  of  good  humor  to  the  shooting-house,  wearing 

*  The  emperor  was  crowned  with  a  golden  crown  in  Rome,  a  silver 
one  in  Aix-la-Chapelle,  and  an  iron  one  in  Pavia.  A  king  has  a  head 
which  can  bear  all  sorts  of  crowns,  —  crowns  of  all  lands,  of  all  metals, 
even  of  quicksilver. 
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the  new  martyr-crown  of  felt,  for  which  he  had  envied 
the  Venner  during  the  whole  day,  in  order  that  he  might 
make  his  entrance,  in  company  with  his  fellow-emperor, 
in  the  midst  of  his  imperial  children  and  subjects. 

He  took  off  his  hat,  which  was  now  more  becoming  to 
a  co-king,  before  his  royal  brother  Siebenkäs,  and  told 
him  part  of  his  story.  The  Heimlicher  von  Blaise  smiled 
to-day,  like  Domitian,  more  blandly  than  ever,  Btfcich 
was  not  agreeable  to  the  emperor,  for  friendlines^md 
smiles  act  on  the  heart  like  spiritus  nitri  on  water,  mak- 
ing it  colder  when  it  is  cold,  and  warmer  when  it  is 
warm.  Nothing  was  to  be  expected  from  such  a  friend- 
liness but  its  antipodes  ;  as,  according  to  the  ancient  juris- 
prudence,* greater  devotion  in  a  woman  only  showed  that 
she  had  made  a  compact  with  the  Devil.  Holy  relics 
were  made  out  of  the  martyr-instrument  of  Christ ;  and 
again,  instruments  of  torture  were  often  made  out  of  such 
relics  of  the  saints. 

The  glorious  procession  marched  beneath  the  approv- 
ing flashes  of  the  whole  twinkling,  starry  sky,  into  which 
shot  up  new  constellations  of  bursting  rockets.  The 
numbers  whose  turn  to  shoot  followed  after  that  of  the 
king,  discharged  their  rifles  in  the  air,  and  saluted  the 
royal  pair,  as  it  were,  with  a  cannonade.  The  two  kings 
walked  side  by  side  ;  and  the  one  who  was  member  of 
the  wig-maker's  guild  could  hardly  stand  for  joy  and 
beer,  and  would  have  been  much  pleased  to  have  seated 
himself  on  a  throne;  but  in  our  consideration  of  such 

*  Fanger  and  Heil  draw  anything  but  a  favorable  conclusion  from 
a  more^pquent  sighing  at  the  name  of  Jesus,  or  from  coming  earlier 
into  cburcb,  and  quitting  it  later.  There  -is  some  truth  in  it.  Such 
an  one  is  not  quite  free  from  the  Devil. 

14*  U 
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things,  of  the  seventy  disciples  of  the  eagle,  and  the  two 
vicars  of  the  empire,  we  are  altogether  neglecting  matters 
much  more  important,  viz. : 

The  town-soldiers,  who  were  present,  —  more  properly 
the  market-town  soldiers.  I  will  think  much  about  them, 
and  cyily  say  half  as  much.  A  city  militia,  especially 
that  of  Kuhschnappel,  is  a  serious  corps  de  reserve,  which 
is  only  kept  to  show  contempt  to  the  enemy,  by  always 
impolitely  turning  their  backs  to  it,  —  even  as  in  a  well- 
arranged  library  the  backs  of  the  books  only  are  exhibit- 
ed. If  the  enemy  have  a  heart,  then  the  corps  de  reserve, 
like  a  bold  Spartan,  worships  fear ;  and  as  poets  and 
actors  must  always  powerfully  feel  and  represent  the  pas- 
sion they  wish  to  communicate  to  their  audience,  so  the 
said  army  always  seeks  to  exhibit  in  itself  the  panic 
with  which  it  desires  to  inspire  the  enemy.  Now  in 
order  to  exercise  such  a  servant  of  war  or  peace  in  the 
mimicry  of  fear,  he  is  daily  frightened  at  the  gate  of 
the  town.  It  is  called  relieving  guard.  A  comrade  of 
peace  marches  up  to  the  sentry-box,  and  commences  the 
battle-shouts  of  peace,  and  makes  sundry  hostile  motions 
before  his  nose.  The  sentinel  cries  in  turn,  gives  a  few 
signs  of  life  with  his  weapon,  and  then  lays  it  down  and 
runs  away ;  but  the  conqueror  in  this  short  winter's 
campaign  remains  upon  the  field,  and  puts  on  the  senti- 
nel's coat,  which  he  had  taken,  as  booty,  from  the  ene- 
my ;  however,  lest  one'alone  should  be  frightened  at  the 
expense  of  the  others,  they  take  it  in  turns  to  be  vic- 
tors. Such  a  warrior,  full  of  the  peace  of  God,  may 
often  become  very  dangerous  in  war  ;  should  he,  for  in- 
stance, in  running  away,  cast  his  musket  with  its  bayonet 
too  far  behind  him,  he  might  chance  to  harpoon  his  bold 
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pursuer.  This  sort  of  precious  militia  are  stationed, 
for  greater  security,  in  public  places,  where  they  can- 
not be  injured,  as,  for  instance,  under  the  town  gates, 
where  these  harpooners  are  guarded  by  the  city  and  its 
gate,  although  in  passing  by  I  have  often  wished  a 
strong  cudgel  were  put  into  the  hands  of  such  a  knight- 
academician,  in  order  that  he  might  have  something  to 
defend  himself  with  in  case  a  traveller  should  attempt  to 
take*his  gun. 

It  will  appear  to  many,  that  I  am  only  endeavoring  to 
conceal  the  evils  of  the  land-militia  in  a  clever  manner, 
and  I  make  up  my  mind  to  this  misconstruction ;  but  it 
is  not  difficult  to  perceive,  that  this  praise  equally  applies 
to  all  the  little  standing  armies  of  the  principalities,  who 
are  merely  enlisted  that  they  in  turn  may  enlist.  I  will 
speak  my  mind  upon  it.  Villaume  counsels  educators 
to  teach  the  children  to  play  at  soldiers,  for  the  sake  of 
the  exercise  ;  to  let  them  mount  guard,  in  order  thus  to 
habituate  them  to  an  active  and  firm  carriage  both  of 
body  and  soul ;  in  other  words,  to  make  them  upright, 
and  to  harden  them.  In  Campe's  institution  this  playing 
at  soldiers  has  been  long  in  full  action.  Was  M.  Vil- 
laume, then,  so  ignorant  of  the  fact,  that  these  very  school- 
exercises  which  he  recommends  have  long  since  been 
introduced  by  every  good  German  prince  of  the  empire  ? 
Does  he  think  it  is  something  new  when  I  inform  him 
that  the  princes  always .  collect  strong  young  fellows  as 
soon  as  they  have  attained  the  holy  height,  and  have 
them  exercised,  in  order  to  teach  the  children  of  the 
land  mores,  posture,  and  all  that  must  be  learnt  in  the 
school  of  the  cross,  and  royal  school  of  the  state  ?  In 
fact,  the  soldiers  in  the  smallest  principalities  and  prov- 
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inces  of  the  empire  often  understand  all  the  accomplish- 
ments of  real  soldiers.  They  present  arms,  stand  erect 
at  portals,  and  can  smoke  at  least,  if  not  fire  ;  all  of  which 
things  are  easily  learnt  by  a  poodle,  but  with  great  diffi- 
culty by  a  clodhopper. 

I  attribute  it  to  these  warlike  exercises,  that  many 
otherwise  clever  men  have  allowed  themselves  to  be  so 
imposed  upon,  as  to  believe  that  this  sham-soldiery  of 
little  imperial  states  was  a  real  one  ;  although  they  o»ght 
to  have  perceived  at  a  glance,  that,  with  so  small  an 
army,  neither  a  small  land  could  be  defended  nor  a  great 
one  attacked;  and,  also,  that  it  is  totally  unnecessary, 
since  the  parity  of  religion  in  Germany  is  a  substitute 
for  parity  of  power.  Hunger,  frost,  nakedness,  hard- 
ship, —  such  are  the  advantages  which  Villaume  pro- 
poses to  offer  to  his  scholars,  as  schools  of  patient  en- 
durance ;  but  these  are  exactly  the  advantages  which  the 
practical  schools  of  the  state  confer  upon  the  above-men- 
tioned young  fellows,  and  much  more  efficaciously  than 
Villaume,  and  this  is  the  aim  of  the  whole  institution. 
I  am  aware  that,  in  many  instances,  a  third  part  of  the 
inhabitants  of  a  country  is  not  turned  into  soldiers,  and 
therefore  not  exercised  at  all ;  but  it  is  nevertheless  true, 
that  if  it  has  once  come  to  this  point,  that  two  thirds 
of  the  land  have  the  musket  instead  of  the  scythe  on 
their  shoulders,  the  above-mentioned  advantages  of  hun- 
ger, frost,  nakedness,  and  fatigue  then  accrue  to  the 
remaining  third  almost  gratis,  without  the  necessity  of 
their  tiring  a  single  shot,  because  it  has  considerably 
less  to  mow,  to  thrash,  and  to  live  on.  Only  let  the 
barracks  be  sufficiently  multiplied  in  a  little  country,  in 
a  landgravate,  a  margravate,  or  a  county,  and  the  re- 
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maining  houses  will  range  themselves  round  the  barracks 
as  Fuggeries  and  farm-buildings,  ay,  as  genuine  con- 
vents, in  which  the  three  monastic  vows  (the  prince 
himself  being  provincial  pater)  are  not  only  taken,  but 
religiously  kept. 

We  now  hear  the  two  imperial  vicars  enter  into  their 
houses.  The  only  punishment  the  barber  inflicts  upon 
his  wife  is,  to  relate  the  affair  to  her  and  show  her  the 
hat.  The  Advocate  rewarded  his  wife  with  the  kiss  she 
had  refused  to  another.  She  delighted  him,  if  not  with 
the  story,  at  least  with  the  story-teller,  and  only  omitted 
to  mention  the  wreath  of  artificial  flowers.  She  would 
not  sadden  his  evening  by  recalling  to  his  mind  the 
pain  and  reproaches  of  that  other  evening  when  she  had 
pawned  it. 

I  had  expected,  with  many  of  my  readers,  that  Le- 
nette  would  have  received  the  news  of  the  thrown-ascen- 
sion  much  too  coldly.  She  deceived  us  all.  She  re- 
ceived it  with  the  greatest  joy  —  for  two  good  reasons  : 
first,  she  had  got  the  information  an  hour  ago,  and  the 
woman's  first  act  of  wailing  over  a  joy  had  given  place 
to  the  joy  itself ;  for  women  resemble  the  thermometer, 
which,  on  being  exposed  to  a  sudden  heat,  first  sinks  a 
few  degrees  before  it  rises  many.  The  second  reason 
why  she  was  so  indulgent  and  sympathizing  was,  her 
humiliating  consciousness  of  the  previous  visit  and  of 
the  hidden  wreath ;  for  we  are  often  harsh  when  we  are 
strong,  and  show  indulgence  when  we  are  in  need  of  it 
ourselves.  I  now  wish  the  whole  royal  family  good 
night,  and  that  they  may  awake  in  health  in  the  follow- 
ing chapter. 
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Scruples  about  paying  Debts.  —  The  Rich  Paupers  on  Sun- 
day. —  Throne-Ceremonies.  —  Artificial  Flowers  on  the 
Grave.  —  New  Thistle-seedlings  of  Quarrels. 


IEBENKÄS,  a  king,  and  yet,  at  the  same 
time,  advocate  of  the  poor  and  member  of  the 
wood-economizing  society,  rose  on  the  mor- 
row as  a  man  who,  at  any  hour  of  the  day, 
could  spread  forty  florins,  exclusive  of  all  expenses,  upon 
the  table.  During  the  whole  forenoon  he  enjoyed  the 
pleasure  of  paying  his  debts,  —  an  act  which  is  attended 
with  an  especial  charm  for  the  virtuous ;  firstly,  he  paid 
the  Saxon  his  house-rent ;  then  butchers,  bakers,  and  all 
the  other  nurses  of  our  poor  machine,  their  small 
duodecimo-  accounts  :  for  in  this  he  resembled  the  great, 
who  borrow  provisions  only,  and  not  money,  of  the  lower 
classes.  Many  a  judge,  too,  may  be  bribed  with  the  for- 
mer, but  not  with  the  latter. 

We  must  not  take  it  ill  in  him,  that  he  pays  his  debts, 
when  we  consider  that  he  is  of  a  mean,  or  rather  of  no 
extraction.  From  a  man  of  rank  we  may  justly  expect 
that  he  will  act  more  becomingly,  and  not  pay  his  debts 
at  all ;  in  fact,  he  is  already  bound  not  to  do  so  by  the 
crusades,  in  which  his  ancestors  served,  who,  being  as- 
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signed  to  the  pontifical  chair,  were,  in  consequence,  not 
required  to  pay  the  interest  of  anything,  —  least  of  all 
their  debts.  To  lend  anything  to  a  man  of  a  delicate 
sense  of  honor,  a  courtier  for  instance,  is  always  more  or 
less  offensive  to  his  feelings ;  wherefore  the  man  of 
delicate  sensibility  seeks  to  pardon  the  insult  by  dismiss- 
ing the  whole  affair  from  his  memory.  Should  the  in- 
sulter  of  his  honor  remind  him  of  it,  he  then,  with  true 
refinement  of  manner,  acts  as  if  he  were  scarcely  aware 
he  had  ever  been  insulted.  Rude  young  squires,  on  the 
contrary,  and  officers  on  the  march,  really  pay  outright, 
and,  as  in  Algiers,  where  every  one  possesses  the  right  of 
coining,  they  stamp  their  own  species  of  money  for  paying 
their  debts.  In  Malta  a  leathern  coin  of  the  value  of  eight 
pence  is  current,  on  which  is  stamped  this  motto,  u  Non 
ces  sed  fides?  With  a  similar  Muscovy  leather  coin, 
though  not  round,  but  drawn  out  in  length,  like  the  money 
of  Sparta,  and  therefore  more  usually  occurring  under 
the  name  of  horse-whips  and  dog-whips,  the  landed  pro- 
prietors and  village  nobility  pay  their  coachmen,  Jews, 
carpenters,  and  all  their  other  creditors,  until  they  are 
satisfied.  I  was  once  at  table  with  some  officers  who 
were  particularly  sensitive  in  their  notions  of  honor,  and 
saw  them  take  down  their  swords  from  the  wall  or  from 
their  hips,  and  therewith  pay  the  boots,  who  demanded 
his  money,  in  the  true  antiquarian  currency,  —  for,  with 
the  brave  Spartans,  weapons  were  also  coins,  —  and  the 
poor  fellow  was  better  brushed  than  most  of  the  top-boots 
for  which  he  demanded  payment.  And,  indeed,  morally 
speaking,  can  it  be  considered  a  fault  in  military  persons 
of  the  highest  rank  to  pay  their  smaller  debts  in  this  man- 
ner, that  is,  by  taking  the  iron  yard  out  of  the  hands  of 
the  insignificant  tailor,  who  demands  metal,  and  measur- 
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ing  him  with  the  same  measure  with  which  he  measured 
them  and  their  furs  ?  They  press,  by  way  of  good 
money,  if  not  into  his  hands,  at  least  on  a  place  which 
can  easily  bear  such  currency,  not  mere  coins  or  assignats, 
but  a  metal  which  even  the  wealthy  Peru  itself  did  not 
possess,  —  namely,  the  above-mentioned  iron.  At  least 
the  Britons  had  no  other  money  than  long  rods  of  iron  ; 
shorter  is  the  Arabian  money  made  of  wire,  called  larin, 
one  inch  in  length,  and  worth  about  four-pence.  In  the 
island  of  Sumatra  the  heads  of  enemies  are  equivalent 
to  our  Louis  d'or  and  head-pieces,  and  the  noble  debtor 
often  seizes  this  money,  that  is,  the  hostile  head  of  the 
tradesman  by  whom  he  has  been  supplied,  in  order  to 
afford  the  latter  satisfaction.  In  the  Clausular  Juris- 
prudence and  in  the  Prussian  newest  code  of  laws,  the 
clause  is  nevertheless  omitted  which  provides  that  a 
creditor  on  delivering  his  bill  should  stipulate  in  which 
of  the  two  current  and  alternately-used  species  of  cur- 
rency he  desires  to  be  paid  by  his  noble  debtor,  whether 
in  metal  or  in  blows. 

Siebenkäs  had  this  morning  a  ticklish  disputation 
about  the  half-heart  or  half-pig  of  the  Cardinal  Protector, 
which  the  viceroy,  the  barber,  wished  to  force  upon  him 
in  order  to  be  more  sure  of  getting  the  half  of  the  king's 
shot.  When  the  Saxon  had  received  the  shot  —  the 
twenty-five  florins  —  he  insisted  less  warmly  upon  it,  and 
at  last  consented  that  the  half-pig  should  be  eaten  clean 
up  on  the  following  day,  like  a  Jewish  passover-lamb,  in 
Firmian's  apartment,  by  himself,  the  remaining  tenants 
of  the  house,  and  the  two  land  fathers  *  and  mothers  of 
the  shooters,  in  company  with  the  Schulrath. 

*  A  reigning  prince  is  called  landvater,  "  lather  of  the  country."  — 
Tr. 
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The  Flower-goddess  of  our  days  now  took  in  the  tips 
of  her  fingers  a  few  seeds  of  the  flowers  that  spring  up 
quickly,  and,  like  the  hellebore,  T>loom  in  December ;  and 
these  she  strewed  along  the  path  which  Firmian  most 
often  frequented.  But  how  long,  O  joyful  one  !  will  this 
forced  bloom  remain  hanging  to  your  days  ?  Wilt  not 
your  more  philosophic  Diana  and  bread-tree,  which  is 
planted  in  the  place  of  the  weeping  oak,  undergo  the  fate 
of  the  hewn  trees  which  on  St.  Andrew's  day  are  planted 
in  the  room  and  in  lime-water,  and  which,  after  a  fleeting 
harvest  of  yellow  leaves  and  dingy  blossoms,  fade  away 
forever  ? 

Sleep,  riches,  and  health,  are  only  truly  enjoyed  after 
they  have  been  interrupted.  Only  in  the  first  days,  after 
the  burden  of  poverty  and  sickness  has  been  removed,  is 
it  so  sweet  to  stand  erect  and  breathe  freely  !  These 
days  lasted  with  our  Firmian  until  Sunday.  He  built 
up  a  whole  cubic  foot  of  Devil's  wall  in  his  selection 
from  the  Devil's  papers ;  he  reviewed,  wrote  his  law 
papers,  and  watched  carefully  over  the  domestic  peace, 
which  might  be  disturbed  by  the  redeeming  of  the 
pledges.  I  will  first  relate  this,  and  then  describe  the 
Plato's  banquet  on  Sunday. 

He  had  already  on  the  coronation-day  bought  a  watch 
for  twenty-one  florins,  that  he  might  not  be  obliged  to 
give  away  all  his  money  little  by  little  ;  and  besides,  he 
wished  to  throw  out  an  anchor  of  hope  in  his  watch- 
pocket.  When  his  wife  proposed  to  redeem  the  salad- 
bowl,  the  herring-dish,  and  the  rest  of  the  pledges,  and 
that  not  with  kisses  but  with  the  half  of  his  capital,  he 
answered,  "  For  my  part,  I  vote  against  it.  Old  Sabel 
will  soon  have  to  carry  them  off  again ;  but  if  you  wish 


330    FLOWER,  FRUIT,  AND  THORN  PIECES. 

to  do  so,  do  it,  —  I  leave  it  entirely  to  you."  If  he  had 
opposed  her,  he  would  have  been  obliged  to  leave  it  to 
her  ;  but  as  it  was,  and  as  he  poured  the  greatest  part  of 
the  money  into  her  purse,  which  daily  showed  a  gradual 
ebb,  and  as  she  could  redeem  the  pledges  any  day,  on  this 
very  account  she  did  not  set  about  it  at  all. 

Women  are  fond  of  deferring;  men  of  going  ahead. 
With  the  former  we  gain  by  exhibiting  patience ;  with 
the  latter,  as  with  ministers,  by  impatience.  I  here  re- 
mind all  German  husbands,  who  do  not  wish  to  redeem 
a  pledge,  that  I  have  clearly  explained  to  them  how  they 
are  to  deal  with  their  pretty  opponents. 

Every  morning  she  exclaimed,  "We  should  really 
begin  to  think  of  sending  for  our  plates,  should  we  not  ?  " 
and  he  as  regularly  responded,  "  Not  on  my  account ;  on 
the  contrary,  I  rather  praise  you  for  not  doing  it."  Thus 
making  his  own  wish  appear  another's  merit. 

Firmian  had  knowledge  of  individual  character,  but 
not  of  man  in  general.  He  was  embarrassed  with  every 
new  woman,  but  not  with  an  old  one ;  he  knew  exactly 
how  one  ought  to  speak,  move,  and  stand  among  people 
of  refinement,  but  could  never  manage  to  do  it ;  he  per- 
ceived every  outward  and  inward  failing  of  another,  but 
retained  his  own.  After  he  had  treated  his  acquaint- 
ances for  many  years  with  the  superiority  of  a  man  of 
the  world,  he  became  aware  for  the  first  time  on  jour- 
neys that,  unlike  the  man  of  the  world,  he  had  no  power 
whatever  over  those  with  whom  he  was  unacquainted. 
In  short,  he  was  a  scholar!  But  nevertheless,  before 
Sunday,  notwithstanding  all  the  sermons  and  treaties  of 
peace  in  his  bosom,  he  was  very  nearly  relapsing,  though 
quite  unconsciously,  into  a  domestic  war  of  the  frogs  and 
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mice.  It  is  a  fact,  taken  from  his  own  mouth,  that  as 
Lenette  was  washing,  without  ceasing,  her  hands  and 
arms  and  a  thousand  other  things  at  the  same  time  in 
cold  water,  because  it  was  impossible  to  have  so  much 
warm  water  constantly  ready,  he  merely  asked,  in  the 
softest  tone  in  the  world,  the  good-humored  question, 
"  It  seems,  then,  that  the  cold  water  does  not  make  you 
cold?" 

"  No !  "  she  replied,  in  a  drawling  tone. 

"  It  rather  makes  you  warm  ?  "  continued  he. 

"  Yes  ! "  said  she,  in  a  snappish  tone. 

Moralists  and  psychologists  are,  contrary  to  my  expec- 
tations, very  far  behindhand  both  in  the  general  history 
of  the  soul  and  the  particular  one  of  this  book,  if  they 
are  surprised  at  this  half-angry  answer  to  so  mild  a  ques- 
tion. Lenette  knew  very  well  by  experience  that  the 
Advocate,  like  Socrates,  usually  opened  his  battles  with 
the  softest  tones,  as  the  Spartans  did  theirs  with  flutes, 
and  even  continued  them  in  this  tone,  in  order,  like  the 
same  warriors,  to  remain  cool  and  collected.  She,  in 
consequence,  feared  that  this  time  also  his  flute-text  con- 
veyed a  declaration  of  war  against  the  female  form  of 
government,  which  divides  its  districts  of  work  by  wash- 
ing-waters, in  the  same  manner  as  modern  Bavaria  di- 
vides its  bailiwicks  by  rivers.  "  In  what  key  then,  let 
me  ask,  shall  a  husband  play  his  piece,"  often  grumbled 
the  Advocate,  "  if  in  the  end  the  piano  notes  sound  like 
the  forte  ?  " 

But  this  time,  as  it  happened,  he  was  not  aiming  at 
anything  severe  by  his  very  great  mildness.  His  obser- 
vation was  merely  intended  as  a  preface  to  a  proper 
system  of  education  for  children's  bodies.     After  her 
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answer,  therefore,  lie  continued :  "  I  rejoice  ,to  hear  you 
say  so ;  for  if  we  had  children,  you  would  always  wash 
them,  according  to  your  method,  with  cold  water  over  the 
whole  body,  and  that  would  strengthen  them,  since  it 
makes  them  warm."  The  only  answer  Lenette  returned 
was  to  clasp  her  hands  over  her  head,  folded  for  victory, 
like  the  prophet  in  the  Bible  ;  for  she  looked  upon  a  cold 
bath  for  children  as  nothing  less  than  an  Herodian  bath 
of  blood. 

Firmian  now  explained  his  hardening  and  equalizing 
method  of  education  more  clearly.  His  wife  ruffled  her 
feathers  against  it  most  fiercely,  until  at  length,  thanks  to 
a  mutual  clever  exposition  of  the  male  and  female  system 
of  education,  they  were  both  ready  to  rise  up  against  one 
another,  like  a  couple  of  thunder-storms,  had  not  the  hus- 
band made  a  capital  shot  in  suddenly  asking  the  question, 
"  Plague  on't,  have  we  any  children,  that  we  should  make 
all  this  fuss  ?  " 

"  I  merely  spoke  of  the  children  of  others,"  replied 
Lenette. 

Consequently  no  war  broke  out.  On  the  contrary,  the 
peaceful  Sunday  arrived,  and  with  it  the  guests  who  were 
to  eat  up  the  half  of  the  warm  heart,  or  pig,  of  the 
Babylonian  whore,  or  Cardinal  Protector.  Indeed,  it 
was  as  if  the  happy  star  of  the  three  wise  men  were  now 
about  to  rise  over  this  house  filled  with  paupers ;  for,  on 
the  Friday  preceding,  a  lucky  storm  had  torn  up  half  the 
government  forest,  and  had  strewn  the  advent  path  of 
the  poor  so  richly  with  branches  and  the  trees  attached 
to  them,  that  it  was  beyond  the  power  of  the  whole  estab- 
lishment of  foresters  to  prevent  the  gleaning  of  such  a 
vintage.    There  had  not  been  for  many  a  year  in  the 
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Merbitzer  house  so  much  wood,  partly  bought,  partly  col- 
lected, as  on  this  Sunday. 

If  a  Sunday  is  in  itself  a  sun  and  moon  and  star  day 
in  a  barracks  of  the  poor,  —  when  a  man  has  his  few 
mouthfuls  of  food,  his  few  fine  clothes,  his  twelve  sitting 
and  his  twelve  lying-down  hours,  and  the  neighbors  he 
may  need  for  conversation,  —  it  may  easily  be  imagined 
what  sort  of  a  day  it  was  in  the  Merbitzer  house,  where 
every  one  was  as  sure  of  having  the  half-pig  in  his 
mouth  gratis,  as  of  having  the  sermon  in  his  ear  shortly 
before  ;  for  the  tenant  of  highest  rank  could  not  celebrate 
the  coronation  ceremonies,  as  sovereign  of  the  shooters, 
anywhere  with  louder  mirth  than  at  table  and  among 
artisans. 

Before  the  first  rinsing  of  the  church-bells  old  Sabel 
was  already  at  work  ;  for  the  royal  treasury  could  well 
afford  to  give  her  the  appointment  of  hereditary  kitchen- 
mistress  in  conjunction  with  Lenette,  for  a  few  pence  and 
a  plate  or  two  of  food.  To  the  queen  herself  she  seemed 
superfluous,  and  like  an  associate  or  second  queen.  On 
the  chess-board  a  king  really  gets  two  queens,  if,  while 
still  in  possession  of  the  first,  he  can  manage  to  introduce 
a  pawn  into  the  last  row ;  nor  is  the  case  different  when 
it  happens  beneath  a  royal  canopy,  for  Lenette,  like  a 
true  Homeric  or  great  Carolinian  princess,  would  much 
rather  have  washed,  cooked,  and  dished  up  the  dinner  all 
alone. 

The  sovereign  of  the  shooters  himself  soon  forsook  the 
loud  and  dusty  throne  and  building-scaffolding  of  the  day ; 
and,  wrapt  up  in  his  great-coat,  wandered  blithe  and  free 
through  the  green  plain  of  the  silent  blue  late  autumn, 
no  longer  impeded  by  prohibitory  dry  fagots,  or  wisps 
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of  straw  keeping  guard,  and  breaking  through  no  thicker 
barrier-chains  than  spiders'  threads. 

Husbands  never  walk  about  more  good-humoredly  or 
comfortably  out  of  doors,  or  up  and  down  the  rooms  of 
others,  than  when  the  stamping-mills  and  sugar-mills  and 
sco u ring-mills  are  working  and  rattling  in  their  own,  and 
they  anticipate  on  their  return  home  the  cleanest  produce 
of  all  these  various  mills.  With  a  poetical  idyl-eye,  the 
Advocate  gazed  from  his  tranquil  meadows  towards  the 
distant  noisy  room  full  of  pans  and  scrapers  and  brooms, 
and  he  found  a  positive  pleasure  in  thus  peacefully  con- 
templating the  distant  scene  of  activity,  and  in  imagining 
the  joyous  tongue-dreams  of  the  hungry  company,  until 
all  of  a  sudden  he  grew  red  and  warm. 

"  You  are  doing  a  mighty  fine  thing  !  "  said  he  to  him- 
self. "  I  can  do  that,  too  ;  but  the  poor  wife  is  scrubbing 
and  cooking  herself  to  death  at  home,  and  no  one  ac- 
knowledges her  merit."  "Whereupon  the  least  he  could 
do  was  to  vow  that  he  would  give  his  approval  and  praise 
to  all  the.  new  arrangements  at  home  without  further 
comment. 

And  history  confirms  it  to  his  honor,  that  when,  on  his 
return  home,  he  found  his  book-shelves  dusted,  his  ink- 
stand washed  white  on  the  outside,  and  all  his  things  put 
in  order,  but  in  a  different  one  from  before,  he  neverthe- 
less praised  Lenette  in  a  kind  voice,  without  the  least 
anger,  saying,  she  had  kept  house  and  brushed  to-day 
quite  after  his  own  heart;  for  in  the  eyes  of  common 
women,  such  as  the  trident  of  infernal  judges  *  who  were 
to  appear  to-day,  one  could  not  appear  too  well  brushed 

*  The  barber's,  cobbler's,  and  bookbinder's  wives;  for  I  don't  count 
old  Sabel,  who  filled  the  hereditary  office  at  the  royal  table. 
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and  too  glittering;  on  which  account  he  had  purposely- 
left  the  general  superintendence  of  the  apartment  to  her, 
—  whereas  for  learned  men,  on  the  contrary,  such  as 
Pelzstiefel  and  himself,  she  would  apply  the  best  English 
scouring,  carding,  and  brushing  machines  to  the  room  in 
vain,  because  such  men  never  looked  down  from  their 
sublime  thoughts  upon  such  necessary  trifles. 

How  sweetly  and  cheerily  by  such  good-humor  did  the 
president  of  the  dinner-congress  put  everything  in  train 
even  before  the  congress  arrived,  and  then  afterwards  ! 
When  the  thirteen  United  States,  that  is,  their  thirteen 
deputies,  take  supper  together  at  a  round  table,  as  the 
sealing  act  of  some  agreement,  (and  by  these  deputies 
thus  much  at  least  is  established,  that  when  thirteen 
people  dine  at  one  table,  the  thirteenth  does  not  there- 
fore necessarily  die,)  the  united  free  states,  paying  as 
they  do  out  of  thirteen  treasuries,  may  easily  afford  that 
their  deputies  shall  be  as  well  treated  as  Firmian's  guests 
in  his  room. 

It  is  pleasant  to  see  the  cattle  graze,  but  not  Nebuchad- 
nezzar, when  he  goes  about  as  a  beast ;  so  it  is  disgust- 
ing to  see  a  gentleman,  but  not  the  poor,  pasturing  with 
too  great  delight  on  the  meadow  of  the  stomach,  —  the 
dinner-table.  They  were  all  in  unison,  even  the  married 
couples ;  for  it  is  characteristic  of  the  lower  class  to  send 
one  another  in  the  twenty-four  hours  twelve  treaties  of 
peace  and  as  many  declarations  of  war,  and  especially 
to  elevate  every  meal  into  a  supper  of  love  and  recon- 
ciliation. 

Firmian  looked  upon  the  common  people  in  the  light 
of  a  standing  troop,  such  as  we  read  of  in  Shakespeare's 
plays,  and  hundreds  of  times  did  he  imagine  that  this 
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poet  was  their  invisible  prompter.  He  always  longed  for 
the  pleasure  of  having  some  enjoyment  which  he  -  could 
share  with  the  poor,  and  envied  the  rich  Briton  who  pays 
the  score  of  a  public-house-full  of  day-laborers,  or,  like 
Caesar,  gives  free  board  to  a  whole  town.  The  housed 
poor  give  to  the  street  poor,  one  lazzarone  gives  to  an- 
other, as  one  member  of  the  testaceous  tribe  is  the  dwell- 
ing-place of  another,  and  as  rain-worms  are  the  dwelling- 
earth  of  smaller  worms.  In  the  evening  Pelzstiefel  ar- 
rived ;  for  he  was  far  too  learned  to  eat  pig's  meat  or  a 
bushel  of  salt  among  ignorant  plebeians.  Siebenkäs 
could  now  once  more  express  a  witty  thought  which  no 
one  could  understand  but  Stiefel.  He  could  lay  the  per- 
pendicular of  the  state  and  the  imperial  globe  of  bright- 
colored  glass  upon  the  table,  and  maintain,  in  his  char- 
acter of  king  of  the  dinner  and  the  bird,  that  his  long 
hair  served  him,  like  that  of  the  Frank  kings,  in  lieu  of 
the  crown  which  had  been  shot  down  by  his  landlord. 
He  could  likewise  assert,  that  the  institution  by  which 
he  alone  under  whose  hands  the  eagle  dies  can  become 
king,  was  evidently  an  imitation  of  the  order  of  the  frati- 
cellorum  Berghadorum,  by  the  rules  of  which  only  one 
who  had  killed  a  child  could  be  elected  to  the  papacy.* 
He  could  not,  indeed,  he  continued,  reign  over  the  im- 
perial market-town  of  Kuhschnappel  as  long  as  the  king 
of  Prussia  over  the  bishopric  of  Elten,  but  fourteen  days 
less,  since  the  reign  of  the  Prussian  monarch  extended 
over  the  latter  for  fifteen  days.    The  revenues  of  his 

*  Wolf,  Memorabilia,  cent.  xiii.  page  540.  True,  it  is  only  slander; 
but  in  former  times  the  actions  of  the  heretics  were  more  attacked 
than  their  doctrines.  It  is  now  reversed,  because  the  orthodox  and 
heterodox  at  least  agree  in  their  actions. 
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crown  too  were  much  reduced ;  indeed,  they  were  only 
one  half  of  their  former  amount ;  and  in  this  he  resem- 
bled too  much  the  Grand  Mogul,  who  formerly  received 
two  hundred  and  twenty-six  millions,  but  now  receives 
only  the  one  hundred  and  thirteenth  part  of  it.  How- 
ever, at  his  coronation,  in  lieu  of  all  the  criminal  prison- 
ers, one  good  one  had  been  released,  namely,  himself,  — 
and,  like  Peter  II.  of  Aragon,  he  was  crowned  with 
nothing  worse  than  bread.  Besides,  under  his  imperial 
rule,  no  one  was  beheaded,  robbed,  or  murdered ;  and 
what  afforded  him  the  most  pleasure  was,  that  he  repre- 
sented a  German  prince  in  the  time  of  the  ancient  Ger- 
mans, who  governed,  defended,  and  increased  a  free 
people,  and  belonged  to  them  himself. 

The  throats  in  this  royal  saloon  became  towards  even- 
ing every  moment  louder  and  drier.  The  mouth-chim- 
neys, the  pipes,  converted  the  room  into  a  heaven  of 
clouds,  and  the  heads  into  heavens  of  joy.  There,  with- 
out, lay  the  autumn  sun  with  flaming  warm  wings  upon 
the  naked  cold  earth,  that  it  might  the  sooner  hatch  the 
spring.  The  guests  had  drawn  the  five  prizes  of  the  five 
senses  out  of  the  ninety  numbers,  or  ninety  years,  of  the 
lottery  of  life.  Every  starving  eye  sparkled,  and  the 
buds  of  joy  in  Firmian's  soul  unfolded  all  their  little 
leaves  and  swelled  into  bloom.  Great  Joy  always  leads 
Love  by  the  hand,  and  Firmian  longed  inexpressibly 
to-day  to  cast  his  joy-intoxicated  bosom  upon  that  of 
Lenette,  and  there  forget  all  his  wants  and  all  hers.  All 
these  circumstances  combined  put  a  strange  notion  into 
his  head.  He  determined  to  go  and  redeem  the  wreath 
of  artificial  flowers,  and  plant  it  out  of  doors  in  some  dark 
spot,  and  then  in  the  evening,  or  perhaps  even  at  night, 

VOL.  t.  15  v 


338    FLOWER,  FRUIT,  AND  THORN  PIECES. 


conduct  Lenette  to  it,  that  he  might  give  her  a  joyful  sur- 
prise at  the  discovery  of  such  unexpected  blossoms.  He 
therefore  slipped  out,  and  took  the  road  to  the  broker's 
shop  ;  but  as  every  resolution  begins  within  us  at  first 
with  a  little  spark  and  ends  with  broad  lightning-flashes, 
so,  on  the  road,  he  improved  upon  the  intention  of  re- 
deeming the  artificial  flowers,  and  changed  it  into  another, 
that  of  purchasing  real  natural  flowers  and  planting  them 
somewhere,  as  the  goal  of  -the  night-walk.  He  could 
easily  procure  white  and  red  roses  from  the  hothouse  of  a 
royal  gardener  of  the.  Prince  of  Oettingen  Spielberg,  who 
had  lately  established  himself  in  the  place.  He  went 
round  the  perpendicular  glass-roofs  hung  with  blossoms  to 
the  gardener,  and  obtained  what  he  wanted,  —  all  except 
the  forget-me-not,  which  the  man  had  naturally  left  the 
meadows  to  supply,  and  the  forget-me-nots  were  indispen- 
sable to  perfect  the  charming  delusion.  He  therefore  be- 
took himself  with  his  authentic  autumn  blossoms  to  the 
taxatrice,  in  whose  hands  he  had  deposited  his  silken 
flowers,  that  he  might  entwine  the  lifeless  cocoon  forget- 
me-not  among  the  living  roses.  On  arriving  and  demand- 
ing them  of  the  woman,  he  heard  to  his  astonishment  that 
Mr.  von  Meyern  had  already  redeemed  and  carried  off  the 
deposit,  and  had  paid  her  so  large  a  sum  that  she  begged 
to  take  this  opportunity  of  returning  her  grateful  acknowl- 
edgments to  the  Advocate.  It  required  the  exercise  of  all 
the  self-control  of  a  heart  strengthened  by  love  to  prevent 
his  running  off  on  the  spur  of  the  moment  to  the  Vernier's 
house,  and  overwhelming  him  with  a  storm  of  reproach 
for  this  sly  robbery  of  his  pledge  ;  for  he  could  scarcely 
endure  the  thought  (an  erroneous  one,  occasioned  by 
Lenette's  concealment  of  the  surrender)  that  the  beautiful 
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pledge  of  his  pure  love  should  bloom  in  the  thievish  ring- 
fingers  of  Rosa.  Even  the  innocent  and  duped  taxatrice 
would  not  have  escaped  blame  on  any  other  day  less  full 
of  joy  and  love  ;  but,  as  it  happened,  Firmian  only  railed 
in  general  terms,  more  especially  as  the  polite  woman  at 
his  request  brought  him  other  forget-me-nots.  When  lie 
was  in  the  street  he  was  doubtful  where  to  plant  his 
flowers,  and  wished  he  could  find  some  freshly-dug  bed  in 
the  neighborhood,  whose  dark  mould  might  relieve  and 
set  off  their  red  and  blue  colors.  At  last  he  looked  into 
a  field  which,  in  winter  and  in  summer,  and  even  during 
the  greatest  cold,  is  dug  up  into  beds,  —  the  churchyard, 
which,  with  its  church,  lay  on  a  slope  outside  the  town, 
like  a  vineyard.  He  slipped  in  through  a  back  door,  and 
beheld  the  freshly  heaped-up  boundary -hill  of  a  concluded 
life.  It  was  rolled,  as  it  were,  before  the  triumphal  arch 
through  which  a  mother  with  her  new-born  infant  on  her 
arm  had  entered  into  the  brighter  world.  Upon  this  bier 
of  eartl^he  stuck  the  blossoms,  like  a  funeral-garland,  and 
returned  home.  The  merry  party  had  scarcely  observed 
his  absenee.  They  swam  like  intoxicated  fishes  in  an 
element  saturated  with  foreign  ingredients,  oppressed,  so 
to  say,  by  the  poison  of  pleasure.  Stiefel  kept  his  senses, 
and  conversed  with  the  Advocate's  wife.  It  has  been  al- 
ready communicated  to  the  world  in  the  first  part  of  this 
history,  and  to  the  people  of  the  house  it  was  well  known, 
that  Firmian  loved  to  run  away  from  a  party,  in  order 
that  he  might  return  with  the  greater  pleasure  ;  interrupt- 
ing an  enjoyment  that  he  might  taste  it,  —  like  Montaigne, 
who  caused  himself  to  be  awakened  out  of  sleep,  in  order 
that  he  might  feel  it.  He  merely  observed,  therefore, 
that  he  had  been  out. 
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At  last  the  loudest  waves  subsided,  and  nothing  re- 
mained in  the  ebb  but -three  pearl-oysters,  our  three 
friends. 

Firmian  gazed  tenderly  into  the  bright  eyes  of  Lenette  ; 
for  he  loved  her  the  more,  because  he  had  a  pleasure  in 
store  for  her. 

Stiefel  was  inspired  by  so  pure  and  virtuous  a  love, 
that,  without  any  great  logical  error,  he  might  easily  inter- 
pret it  into  true  sympathy,  the  more  especially  as  the  love 
he  bore  to  the  wife  did  not  put  shackles,  but,  on  the  con- 
trary, wings  on  his  love  to  the  husband.  His  only  fear, 
therefore,  was,  lest  he  should  fail  to  express  his  love 
and  delight  with  sufficient  warmth.  In  consequence,  he 
pressed  the  hands  of  the  married  pair  several  times  be- 
tween both  his  own.  He  seldom  took  much  note  of 
beauty,  he  said ;  but  he  had  done  so  to-day  expressly  be- 
cause the  beauty  of  Mrs.  Advocate  became  her  so  well 
amid  her  labors,  and  especially  among  so  many  ordinary 
women,  whom  he  had  therefore  never  even  on6%  looked 
at.  He  went  on  to  assure  the  Advocate  that  he  consid 
ered  all  the  kindness  he  showed  to  this  excellent  woman 
as  an  increase  of  friendship  to  himself ;  and  he  assured 
Lenette,  that  his  affection  for  her,  of  which  he  had  al- 
ready given  evidence  by  his  conversation  with  her  in 
the  carriage  on  the  road  from  Augsburg,  would  grow 
stronger,  the  more  she  loved  his  friend,  and,  through  him, 
himself. 

Firmian  naturally  mixed  no  poison  in  his  Lenette's  cup 
of  joy,  by  the  news,  as  he  considered  it,  of  the  capture  of 
his  silken  flowers  by  the  Venner.  He  was  so  happy  to- 
day. The  little  toy-crown  had  so  gently  covered  up  and 
soothed  all  the  bleeding  holes  in  his  head,  from  which,  for 
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a  season,  he  had  laid  aside  the  crown  of  thorns,  —  as  the 
diadem  of  Alexander  healed  the  bleeding  head  of  Lysima- 
chus,  —  that  he  only  wished  the  night  were  as  long  as  a 
polar  night,  because  it  was  as  serene.  In  such  moments 
the  poisonous  fangs  are  broken  out  of  all  our  sorrows,  and 
a  Paul  has  converted  the  folds  of  all  the  serpents  of  the 
söul,  like  those  of  Malta,  into  stone.* 

On  Stiefel's  rising  to  depart,  the  Advocate  did  not  at- 
tempt to  detain  him,  but  insisted  on  accompanying  him, 
both  he  and  his  wife,  not  to  their  own  door,  buf  to  that  of 
his  house.    They  went  out. 

The  outspread  heaven,  the  city  of  God,  whose  streets 
were  lighted  by  lamps  of  suns,  drew  them  out  of  the 
narrow  cross  ways  of  the  town  injto  the  expanded  theatre 
*  of  night,  where  we  inhale,  as  it  were,  the  blue  of  heaven, 
and  drink  the  east  wind.  We  ought  to  conclude  and 
hallow  every  festival  in  a  room  by  a  pilgrimage  into 
the  cool,  vast  temple,  upon  whose  church-dome  the  mo- 
saic of  the  stars  composes  the  saints-picture  of  the  Most 
Holy. 

They  roamed  about,  revived  and  elevated  by  the  breezes 
of  spring,  which  hurried  on  in  advance  to  wash  the  snow 
from  the  mountains.  All  nature  gave  promise  of  a  mild 
winter,  which  conducts  the  poor  man  who  has  no  fuel 
gently  and  kindly  over  the  darkest  quarter  of  the  year ; 
and  which  is  abused  by  the  rich  alone,  because  he  can 
only  bespeak  his  sledge,  but  no  snow. 

The  conversation  of  the  two  men  was  appropriate  to 
the  sublime  form  of  night.  Lenette  said  nothing.  Fir- 
mian  observed,  how  near  one  another  the  miserable  oys- 

*  There  are  no  serpents  in  Malta.'  The  text  alludes  to  a  legend  of 
the  island.  —  Tr. 


342    FLOWER,  FRUIT,  AND   THORN  PIECES. 


ter-banks  of  villages  seemed  to  lie,  and  how  small  they 
looked.  On  travelling  from  one  village  to  another,  the 
path  appears  as  long  to  us  as  to  a  mite  which  creeps  on 
a  map  from  the  name  of  one  to  the  name  of  another ; 
and  to  loftier  spirits  our  sphere  may  perhaps  be  a  globe 
for  their  children,  which  is  turned  and  explained  by  their 
tutor. 

"But,"  said  Stiefel,  "there  may  be  smaller  worlds  than 
ours  ;  and,  indeed,  there  must  be  something  in  ours,  since 
the  Lord  Christ  died  for  it." 

These  words  went  to  Lenette's  heart  like  warm  blood. 

Firmian  merely  replied :  "  More  than  one  saviour  has 
already  died  for  the  earth  and  for  man,  and  I  am  con- 
vinced that  Christ  will  one  day  take  many  pious  human  ^ 
beings  by  the  hand,  and  say  to  them,  '  Ye,  too,  have  suf- 
fered under  Pilates.'  Yes,  many  a  seeming  Pilate  is  also 
himself  a  Messias." 

Lenette  secretly  feared  her  husband  was  an  atheist, 
or,  at  any  rate,  a  philosopher. 

He  led  them  both  in  snake  and  screw  windings  towards 
the  churchyard  ;  but  all  at  once  his  eyes  grew  moist,  as 
though  he  were  passing  through  a  thick  fog,  when  he 
thought  of  the  mother's  flower-covered  grave  and  of  his 
Lenette,  who  gave  no  hope  of  becoming  a  mother.  He 
sought  to  banish  melancholy  from  his  heart  by  philosophic 
remarks,  and  therefore  said,  "  Both  men  and  watches  stop 
while  they  are  being  wound  up  for  a  new  and  longer 
day " ;  and  he  believed  that  the  dark  intervals  of  sleep 
and  death  which  separate  our  conditions  acted  as  the 
preservative  against  the  light  of  an  idea  which  would 
otherwise  grow  too  strong,  and  against  the  burning  of 
never-cooled  desires,  and  even  against  the  mingling  and 
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confusion  of  ideas,  in  the  same  manner  as  planetary  sys- 
tems are  kept  asunder  by  wide  wastes,  and  solar  systems 
by  still  wider.  The  human  spirit  could  not  take  in  the 
infinite  stream  of  knowledge  which  flows  through  the  infi- 
nite duration  of  time,  unless  it  were  imbibed  by  degrees 
and  after  intervals.  The  eternal  day,  which  would  else 
blind  our  spirits,  was  divided  into  diurnal  periods  by  mid- 
summer nights,  which  at  one  time  we  call  sleep,  at  another 
death  ;  and  the  mid-day  of  these  periods  was  thus  set 
between  morning  and  evening. 

Lenette's  timidity  would  have  made  her  prefer  running 
away  behind  the  churchyard-wall ;  but  Firmian  led  her 
in.  He  made  a  circuit  with  his  wife,  who  cowered  within 
herself,  to  the  flower-garland,  closing  on  his  way  the  little 
gaping,  creaking  brass-doors,  which  covered  the  pious 
verse  and  the  short  course  of  life.  They  now  approached 
the  more  showy  tombstones,  which  surrounded  this  for- 
tress like  a  dike.  Hexe  only  upright  monuments  trod 
upon  the  silent  mummies  ;  and  further  on  only  horizontal 
trap-doors  reposed  upon  outstretched  men.  He  set  roll- 
ing a  bony  head  that  was  sleeping  out  of  doors,  and,  in 
spite  of  Lenette's  request  that  he  would  not  pollute  him- 
self, he  lifted  up  with  both  hands  this  last  case  of  a  many- 
housed  spirit,  and,  looking  into  the  empty  window-open- 
ings of  a  ruined  pleasure-house,  he  said,  "  A  man  should 
mount  the  pulpit  within  at  midnight,  and  place  this  scalped 
mask  of  the  immortal  individual  *  on  the  pulpit-desk,  in 
lieu  of  sand-glass  and  Bible  ;  and  upon  this  text  he  should 
preach  before  the  other  heads  which  are  still  packed  up 
in  their  skin.  If  the  people  would  only  do  it,  they  might 
skin  my  head  after  death,  and  suspend  it  in  the  church, 
*  Des  Ich. 
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like  a  herrings  head  on  a  string,  as  the  angel  of  baptism, 
in  order  that  the  foolish  souls  might  once  look  up  and 
once  look  down  ;  for  we  hover  suspended  between  heaven 
and  the  grave.  In  our  heads,  Mr.  Schulrath,  the  hazel- 
nut-worm yet  dwells  ;  but  out  of  this  head  it  has  already 
flown  after  its  metamorphosis,  for  it  has  holes  and  a 
powdery  kernel."* 

Lenette  was  terrified  at  this  godless  merriment  in 
the  close  neighborhood  of  spirits  ;  but  it  was  only  dis- 
guised elevation  of  mind.  All  at  once  she  exclaimed, 
44  There  is  something  looking  yonder  over  the  roof  of  the 
charnel-house,  and  it  is  raising  itself  up."  It  was  only 
the  evening  wind  that  raised  a  cloud,  and  it  rested  on 
the  roof  in  the  form  of  a  bier,  and  a  hand  stretched  it- 
self forth  from  it ;  and  a  star,  which  twinkfed  near  the 
cloud,  seemed  like  a  white  adorning  blossom  placed  upon 
the  form  that  lay  stretched  on  the  bier  of  vapor,  just 
above  the  region  of  the  heart. 

"  It  is  nothing,"  said  Firmian,  "  but  a  cloud.  Let  us 
approach  the  house,  and  it  will  be  concealed."  He  had 
thus  the  best  pretence  for  leading  her  to  the  blooming 
miniature  Eden  upon  the  grave. 

Scarcely  had  she  gone  more  than  twenty  steps  when 
the  bier  was  concealed  by  the  house. 

"  What  is  blooming  there  ?  "  said  the  Schulrath. 

"  Ah  !  "  exclaimed  Firmian,  "  I  declare  they  are  posi- 
tively white  and  red  roses  and  forget-me-nots,  wife  ! " 

She  gazed,  trembling,  doubting,  inquiringly,  upon  this 
resting-place  of  the  heart,  strewn  with  a  garland  of 
flowers,  upon  the  altar,  beneath  which  lies  the  sacrifice. 

*  Two  holes  in  a  hazel-nut  denote  that  the  chafer,  which  gnawed 
the  nut  as  "a  little  worm,  has  crept  out  of  its  chrysalis  shell. 
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"  It  is  all  very  well,  Firmian,"  said  she  ;  "  I  can't  help 
it ;  but  you  should  not  have  done  so.  Will  you  always 
plague  and  torment  me  ? "  Whereupon  she  began  to 
weep,  and  pressed  her  streaming  eyes  upon  Stiefel's  arm  ; 
for  Lenette,  who  was  in  nothing  so  acute  as  in  suspicion, 
believed  it  was  the  silken  wreath  out  of  her  cupboard, 
and  that  her  husband  had  become  acquainted  with  the 
gift  of  Rosa,  and,  by  planting  the  flowers  on  the  grave 
of  a  woman  who  had  died  in  child-birth,  he  meant  to  re- 
proach her  for  being  childless,  or,  in  some  way  or  other, 
to  mock  her.  He  was  himself  as  much  confounded  by 
these  mutual  mistakes  as  he  was  unwittingly  the  cause 
of  confounding  her.  Not  only  had  he  to  combat  the 
errors  of  another,  but  to  seek  an  explanation  of  his  own ; 
for  he  now,  for  the  first  time,  learnt  from  Lenette  that 
Rosa  had  long  since  returned  to  her  the  redeemed  silken 
flowers.  Hereupon  a  few  blossoms  burst  forth  out  of 
the  green  thistle  of  distrust  in  her  love  ;  for  nothing 
.  gives  us  more  pain  than  when  a  beloved  person  conceals 
anything  from  us  for  the  first  time,  even  though  it  be  a 
trifle.  The  Advocate  was  much  annoyed  that  the  emo- 
tion which  he  had  excited  and  encouraged  in  himself, 
and  with  which  he  had  hoped  to  inspire  others,  was  thus 
painfully  marred.  The  evil  enemy  of  Chance  had,  for 
his  sins,  made  his  crop  of  artificial  flowers,  which  was  in 
itself  too  artificial,  appear  still  more  artificially  crisped 
and  frizzled,  by  sowing  weeds  amongst  them.  Let  us 
therefore  beware  of  taking  Chance  into  the  service  of  the 
heart. 

The  embarrasseö^  Schulrath  revealed  the  embarrass- 
ment of  his  judgment  by  a  few  warm  curses  against  the 
Venner.    At  length  he  wished  to  open  a  congress ^of 
15* 
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peace  between  the  musing  couple,  and  counselled  Lenette 
to  offer  her  hand  to  her  husband,  and  to  be  reconciled 
to  him.  But  nothing  could  induce  her  to  do  it.  After 
hesitating  for  some  time,  she  confessed  that  she  would 
be  very  willing  when  he  had  washed  his  hands.  She 
drew  hers  back  convulsively  and  with  disgust  from  a  pair 
which  had  handled  a  skull. 

The  Schulrath  took  away  the  ensign  of  war  from  both, 
and  preached  a  sermon  of  peace,  which  came  warm  from 
the  heart.  He  represented  to  them  the  place  where 
they  stood,  —  among  men  who  had  already  been  judged, 
and  in  the  neighborhood  of  angels,  who  kept  guard  at 
the  tombs  of  the  pious.  He  pointed  out  to  them  the 
mother,  who  was  mouldering  at  their  feet  with  her  babe 
on  her  arm,  (whose  eldest  son  he  was  instructing  in 
Latin  according  to  the  principles  of  Scheller,)  saying 
that  it  was  as  if  she  admonished  them  not  to  quarrel 
about  flowers  near  her  peaceful  hillock,  but  to  carry 
them  away  as  olive-branches  of  peace.  His  theological 
holy  water  was  drawn  in  by  Lenette's  heart  more 
thirstily  than  the  pure  philosophical  Alpine  water  of 
Firmian ;  and  the  elevating  thoughts  on  death  expressed 
by  the  latter  passed  over  her  soul  without  finding  any 
entrance. 

The  sacrifice  of  atonement  was  made,  and  mutual  let- 
ters of  dispensation  were  exchanged.  Such  a  peace, 
however,  which  is  concluded  between  two  by  a  third 
party,  rather  assumes  the  nature  of  a  truce.  Strange 
to  say,  both  awoke  the  following  morning  with  tears  in 
their  eyes,  but  neither  could  tell  whelher  the  drops  lin- 
gered upon  joyful  dreams  or  sad  ones. 
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Speech  of  Christ,  after  Death,  from  the  Universe, 
that  there  is  no  god.* 

HE  object  of  this  composition  must  serve  as 
the  excuse  of  its  boldness. 

Man  denies  the  existence  of  God  with  as 
little  feeling  as  most  of  us  grant  it.  Even  in 
our  true  systems,  we  only  collect  words,  counters,  and 
medals,  as  the  avaricious  accumulate  cabinets  of  coins  ; 
and  it  is  not  until  long  after,  that  we  exchange  the  words 
for  sentiments,  our  coins  for  enjoyments.  A  man  may 
believe  in  the  immortality  of  the  soul  for  twenty  years, 
but  only  in  the  twenty-first,  in  some  great  moment,  is  he 
astonished  at  the  rich  substance  of  this  belief,  at  the 
warmth  of  this  naphtha-spring. 

Even  so  was  I  horror-struck  at  the  poisonous  vapor 
which  meets  the  heart  of  one  who  enters  for  the  first 
time  into  the  atheistic  seminary,  as  though  it  would  suf- 
focate it.  It  would  cause  me  less  pain  to  deny  immor- 
tality than  the  existence  of  the  Deity.    In  the  former 

*  If  ever  my  heart  were  so  unhappy  and  withered,  that  all  the  feel- 
ings which  assert  the  existence  of  God  should  be  destroyed,  I  would 
terrify  myself  by  this  my  essay,  and  it  would  heal  me,  and  give  me 
my  feelings  back  again. 
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case,  I  lose  nothing  but  a  world  concealed  by  a  fog ;  in 
the  latter  case,  I  lose  the  present  world,  namely,  its  Sun. 
The  whole  spiritual  universe  is  split  and  shattered  by 
the  hand  of  Atheism  into  countless  quicksilver  points  of 
individual  existence,*  which  twinkle,  melt  into  one  an- 
other, and  wander  about,  meet  and  part,  without  unity  and 
consistency.  No  one  is  so  much  alone  in  the  universe 
as'a  denier  of  God.  With  an  orphaned  heart,  which  has 
lost  the  greatest  of  fathers,  he  stands  mourning  by  the 
immeasurable  corpse  of  nature,  no  longer  moved  or  sus- 
tained by  the  Spirit  of  the  universe,  but  growing  in  its 
grave ;  and  he  mourns,  until  he  himself  crumbles  away 
from  the  dead  body. 

The  whole  world  lies  before  him  like  the  great  Egyp- 
tian sphinx  of  stone  which  is  half  buried  in  the  sand,  and 
the  universe  is  the  cold  iron  mask  of  the  shapeless  eternity. 

Another  aim  of  my  composition  is,  to  frighten  some 
of  the  reading  or  deep-read  professors ;  for  verily  these 
people,  since  they  have  become  day-laborers,  after  the 
manner  of  condemned  criminals,  in  "the  waterworks  and 
mining  operations  of  the  critical  philosophy,  weigh  the 
existence  of  God  as  apathetically  and  as  cold-heartedly 
as  though  it  were  a  question  of  the  existence  of  the 
kraken  or  the  unicorn. 

To  others,  who  are  not  so  far  advanced  as  these  deep- 
read  professors,  I  may  observe,  that  it  is  no  inconsistency 
to  unite  a  belief  in  immortality  with  a  belief  in  Atheism, 
for  the  same  necessity  which,  in  this  life,  threw  the  bright 
dew-drop  of  my  individual  existence  into  a  flower-cup, 
and  beneath  a  sun,  can  repeat  it  in  a  second  life  ;  in- 
deed, it  is  easier  to  embody  me  a  second  time  than  the 
first  time. 

*  German,  "  ichs." 
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When  we  are  told  in  childhood,  that  at  midnight, 
when  our  slee/  reaches  near  unto  the  soul,  and  even 
darkens  our  oVeanis,  the  dead  arise  out  of  their  sleep  and 
mimic  the  ivligious  service  of  the  living  in  the  churches, 
we  shudder  at  death  on  account  of  the  dead ;  and  in 
the  loneUness  of  night  we  turn  away  our  gaze  from  the 
long,  narrow  windows  of  the  silent  church,  fearing  to 
examine  whether  their  glitter  proceeds  from  the  moon- 
beams, or  not. 

Childhood,  and  especially  its  terrors  and  raptures,  once 
more  assume  wings  and  brightness  in  our  dreams,  and 
play  like  glow-worms  in  the  little  night  of  the  soul. 
Crush  not  these  little  fluttering  sparks  !  Leave  us  even 
our  dark,  painful  dreams,  as  relieving  middle  tints  of 
reality  !  And  what  could  compensate  us  for  our  dreams, 
which  bear  us  away  from  beneath  the  roar  of  the  water- 
fall into  the  mountain-heights  of  childhood,  where  the 
stream  of  life,  yet  silent  in  its  little  plain,  and  a  mirror  of 
heaven^Howed  towards  its  precipices  ? 

Once  on  a  summer  evening  I  lay  upon  a  mountain 
•  *  in  the  sunshine,  and  fell  asleep ;  and  I  dreamt  that  I 
awoke  in  the  churchyard,  having  been  roused  by  the 
rattling  wheels  of  the  tower-clock,  which  struck  eleven. 
I  looked  for  the  sun  in  the  void  night-heaven  ;  for  I 
thought  that  it  was  eclipsed  by  the  moon.  All  the 
graves  were  unclosed,  and  the  iron  doors  of  the  charnel- 
house  were  opened  and  shut  by  invisible  hands.  Shad- 
ows cast  by  no  one  flitted  along  the  walls,  and  other 
shadows  stalked  erect  in  the  free  air.  No  one  slept  any 
longer  in  the  open  coffins  but  the  children.  A  gray, 
sultry  fog  hung  suspended  in  heavy  folds  in  the  heavens, 
and  a  gigantic  shadow  drew  it  in  like  a  net,  ever  nearer. 
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and  closer,  and  hotter.  Above  me  I  Ifcard  the  distant 
fall  of  avalanches  ;  beneath  me,  the  first  step  of  an  im- 
measurable earthquake.  The  church  was  Leaved  up  and 
down  by  two  incessant  discords,  which  straggled  with 
one  another,  and  in  vain  sought  to  unite  in  harmony. 
Sometimes  a  gray  glimmer  flared  up  on  the  windows, 
and,  molten  by  the  glimmer,  the  iron  and  lead  ran  down 
in  streams.  The  net  of  fog  and  the  reeling  earth  drove 
me  into  the  temple,  at  the  door  of  which  brooded  two 
basilisks  with  twinkling  eyes  in  two  poisonous  nests.  I 
passed  through  unknown  shadows,  on  whom  were  im- 
pressed all  the  centuries  of  years.  The  shadows  stood 
congregated  round  the  altar ;  and  in  all  the  breast  throb- 
bed and  trembled  in  the  place  of  a  heart.  One  corpse 
alone,  which  had  just  been  buried  in  the  church,  lay 
still  upon  its  pillow,  and  its  breast  heaved  not,  while  upon 
its  smiling  countenance  lay  a  happy  dream ;  but  on  the 
entrance  of  one  of  the  living  he  awoke,  and  smiled  no 
more.  He  opened  his  closed  eyelids  with  #^)ainful 
effort,  but  within  there  was  no  eye,  and  in  the  sleeping 
bosom,  instead  of  a  heart,  there  was  a  wound.  He  lifted 
up  his  hands,  and  folded  them  in  prayer ;  but  the  arms 
lengthened  out  and  detached  themselves  from  the  body, 
and  the  folded  hands  fell  down  apart.  Aloft,  on  the 
church-dome,  stood  the  dial-plate  of  Eternity  ;  but  there 
was  no  figure  visible  upon  it,  and  it  was  its  own  index  ; 
only  a  black  finger  pointed  to  it,  and  the  dead  wished  to 
read  the  time  upon  it. 

A  lofty,  noble  form,  having  the  expression  of  a  never- 
ending  sorrow,  now  sank  dowrn  from  above  upon  the 
altar,  and  all  the  dead  exclaimed,  —  "  Christ !  is  there  no 
God  ?  n    And  he  answered,  —  "  There  is  none  !  "  The 
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whole  shadow  of  each  dead  one,  and  not  the  breast  alone, 
now  trembled,  and  one  after  another  was  severed  by  the 
trembling. 

Christ  continued: — "T  traversed  the  worlds.  I  as- 
cended into  the  suns,  and  flew  with  the  milky-ways 
through  the  wildernesses  of  the  heavens  ;  but  there  is  no 
God !  I  descended  as  far  as  Being  throws  its  shadow, 
and  gazed  down  into  the  abyss,  and  cried  aloud,  — 1  Fa- 
ther, where  art  thou  ? '  but  I  heard  nothing  but  the  eter- 
nal storm  which  no  one  rules  ;  and  the  beaming  rainbow 
in  the  west  hung,  without  a  creating  sun,  above  the  abyss, 
and  fell  down  in  drops ;  and  when  I  looked  up  to  the 
immeasurable  world  for  the  Divine  Eye,  it  glared  upon 
me  from  an  empty,  bottomless  socket,  and  Eternity  lay 
brooding  upon  chaos,  and  gnawed  it,  and  ruminated  it. 
Cry  on,  ye  dis#ords  !  cleave  the  shadows  with  your  cries  ; 
for  he  is  not !  " 

The  shadows  grew  pale  and  melted,  as  the  white 
vapor  formed  by  the  frost  melts  and  becomes  a  warm 
breath,  and  all  was  void.  Then  there  arose  and  came 
into  the  temple  —  a  terrible  sight  for  the  heart  —  the  dead 
children  who  had  awakened  in  the  churchyard,  and  they 
cast  themselves  before  the  lofty  form  upon  the  altar,  and 
said,  "  Jesus !  have  we  no  Father  ?  "  and  he  answered, 
with  streaming  eyes,  "  We  are  all  orphans,  I  and  you  ; 
we  are  without  a  Father." 

Thereupon  the  discords  shrieked  more  harshly ;  the 
trembling  walls  of  the  temple  split  asunder,  and  the 
temple  and  the  children  sunk  down,  and  the  earth  and 
the  sun  followed,  and  the  whole  immeasurable  universe 
fell  rushing  past  us  ;  and  aloft  upon  the  summit  of 
Infinite  Nature  stood  Christ,  and  gazed  down  into  the 
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universe,  checkered  with  thousands  of  suns,  as  into  a 
mine  dug  out  of  the  Eternal  Night,  wherein  the  suns 
are  the  miners'  lamps,  and  the  milky-ways  the  veins  of 
silver. 

And  when  Christ  beheld  the  grinding  concourse  of 
worlds,  the  torch-dances  of  the  heavenly  ignes  faiui,  and 
the  coral-banks  of  beating  hearts ;  and  when  he  beheld 
how  one  sphere  after  another  poured  out  its  gleaming 
souls  into  the  sea  of  death,  as  a  drop  of  water  strews 
gleaming  lights  upon  the  waves,  sublime,  as  the  loftiest 
finite  being,  he  lifted  up  his  eyes  to  the  Nothingness, 
and  to  the  ertipty  Immensity,  and  said  :  "  Frozen»,  dumb 
Nothingness  !  cold,  eternal  Necessity  !  insane  Chance ! 
know  ye  what  is  beneath  you  ?  When  will  ye  destroy 
the  building  and  me  ?  Chance  !  knowest  thou  thyself 
when  with  hurricanes  thou  wilt  march  through  the  snow- 
storm of  stars  and  extinguish  one  sun  after  the  other, 
and  when  the  sparkling  dew  of  the  constellations  shall 
cease  to  glisten  as  thou  passest  by  ?  How  lonely  is 
every  one  in  the  wide  charnel  of  the  universe  !  I  alone 
am  in  company  with  myself.  O  Father !  0  Father ! 
where  is  thine  infinite  bosom,  that  I  may  be  at  rest  ? 
Alas  !  if  every  Jbeing  is  its  own  father  and  creator,  why 
cannot  it  also  be  its  own  destroying  angel  ?  ...  Is  that 
a  man  near  me  ?  Thou  poor  one !  Thy  little  life  is  the 
sigh  of  Nature,  or  only  its  echo.  A  concave  mirror 
throws  its  beams  upon  the  dust-clouds  composed  of  the 
ashes  of  the  dead  upon  your  earth,  and  thus  ye  exist, 
cloudy,  tottering  images !  Look  down  into  the  abyss 
over  which  clouds  of  ashes  are  floating  by.  Fogs  full 
of  worlds  arise  out  of  the  sea  of  death.  The  future  is  a 
rising  vapor,  the  present  a  falling  one.    Kaowest  thou 


FIRST  FLOWER-PIECE. 


353 


thy  earth?"  Here  Christ  looked  down,  and  his  eyes 
filled  with  tears,  and  he  said,  "  Alas  !  I  too  was  onee  like 
you.  Then  I  was  happy,  for  I  had  still  my  Infinite  Fa- 
ther, and  still  gazed  joyfully  from  the  mountains  into  the 
infinite  expanse  of  heaven  ;  and  I  pressed  my  wounded 
heart  on  his  soothing  image,  and  said,  even  in  the  bitter- 
ness of  death,  1  Father,  take  thy  Son  out  of  his  bleed- 
ing shell,  and  lift  him  up  to  thy  heart.'  Ah,  ye  too,  too 
happy  dwellers  of  earth,  ye  still  believe  in  him.  Per- 
haps at  this  moment  your  sun  is  setting,  and  ye  fall 
amid  blossoms,  radiance,  and  tears,  upon  your  knees, 
and  lift  up  your  blessed  hands,  and  call  out  to  the  open 
heaven,  amid  a  thousand  tears  of  joy,  '  Thou  knowest 
me  too,  thou  Infinite  One,  and  all  my  wounds,  and  thou 
wilt  welcome  me  after  death,  and  wilt  close  them  all.' 
Ye  wretched  ones  !  after  death  they  will  not  be  closed. 

 When  the  man  of  sorrows  stretches  his  sore 

wounded  back  upon  the  earth  to  slumber  towards  a 
lovelier  morning,  full  of  truth,  full  of  virtue  and  of  joy, 
behold,  he  awakes  in  the  tempestuous  chaos,  in  the  ever- 
lasting midnight,  and  no  morning  cometh,  and  no  heal- 
ing hand,  and  no  Infinite  Father !  Mortal  who  art  near 
me,  if  thou  still  livest,  worship  him,  or  thou  hast  lost  him 
forever ! " 

And  as  I  fell  down  and  gazed  into  the  gleaming 
fabric  of  worlds,  I  beheld  the  raised  rings  of  the  giant 
serpent  of  eternity,  which  had  couched  itself  round  the 
universe  of  worlds,  and  the  rings  fell,  and  she  enfolded 
the  universe  doubly.  Then  she  wound  herself  in  a 
thousand  folds  round  Nature,  and  crushed  the  worlds 
together,  and,  grinding  them,  she  squeezed  the  infinite 
temple  into  one  churchyard  church,  —  and  all  became 
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narrow,  dark,  and  fearful,  and  a  bell-hammer  stretched 
out  to  infinity  was  about  to  strike  the  last  hour  of  Time, 
and  split  the  universe  asunder  —  when  I  awoke. 

My  soul  wept  for  joy,  that  it  could  again  worship 
God  ;  and  the  joy,  and  the  tears,  and  the  belief  in  him, 
were  the  prayer.  And  when  I  arose,  the  sun  gleamed 
deeply  behind  the  full  purple  ears  of  corn,  and  peacefully 
threw  the  reflection  of  its  evening  blushes  on  the  little 
moon  which  was  rising  in  the  east  without  an  aurora. 
And  between  the  heaven  and  the  earth  a  glad  fleeting 
world  stretched  out  its  short  wings,  and  lived  like  my- 
self in  the  presence  of  the  Infinite  Father,  and  from  all 
nature  around  me  flowed  sweet,  peaceful  tones,  as  from 
evening  bells. 


SECOND  THORN-PIECE. 


The  Dream  in  the  Dream.* 

UBLIME  rested  the  heavens  above  the  earth  ; 
a  rainbow  arched  itself  like  the  ring  of  eter- 
nity over  the  morning.  A  storm  with  broken 
wings  passed  with  a  weary  thundering  over 
the  lightning-conductors  beneath  the  colored  Eden-gate 
in  the  east,  and  the  evening  sun  gazed  after  the  storm 
through  its  tears  with  a  mild  light,  and  its  glances  rested 
on  the  triumphal  arch  of  nature. 

I  played  with  my  delight,  and,  too  full  of  the  beautiful 
scene,  I  shut  my  eyes,  and  I  saw  nothing  but  the  sun 
which  pierced  warm  and  glowing  through  my  eyelids, 
and  I  heard  nothing  but  the  departing  thunder.  At 
length  the  fog  of  sleep  fell  upon  my  soul  and  covered  the 
spring  with  its  gray  clouds ;  but  streaks  of  light  soon 
shot  through  the  mist,  then  bright,  colored  lines  of  beauty, 

*  Imitating  the  Greeks  and  Romans,  who  related  their  dreams  to 
the  sun,  I  related  the  following  to  a  Catholic  princess  (Lignorsky) 
who  had  occasioned  it  by  undertaking  a  journey  from  Vienna  to  Bai- 
reuth  to  embrace  her  son,  who  had  been  transplanted  out  of  the  soil 
of  his  rank  into  the  garden-bed  of  a  wise  and  noble  educator  (Coun- 
cillor Schäfer). 


356     FLOWER,   FRUIT,   AND   THORN  PIECES. 


and  at  last  the  whole  sleep  around  me  "was  painted  over 
with  the  brilliant  pictures  of  the  dream. 

I  dreamed  that  I  was  standing  in  the  next  world. 
Around  me  was  a  dark-green  meadow,  which  in  the  dis- 
tance passed  into  brighter  flowers,  and  into  crimson  woods, 
and  into  transparent  mountains  full  of  veins  of  gold.  Be- 
hind the  crystal  mountains  glowed  an  aurora  garlanded 
by  pearling  rainbows.  Fallen  suns  hung  upon  the  spark- 
ling woods  in  the  place  of  dew-drops,  and  nebulae  hung 
upon  the  flowers,  like  flying  gossamer.  Occasionally  the 
meadows  quivered ;  not,  however,  from  the  breath  of 
zephyrs,  but  from  souls,  who  brushed  them  with  invisible 
wings.  I  was  invisible  to  the  second  world.  Our  shell 
is  there  only  a  little  shroud,  —  a  flake  of  fog  not  yet  quite 
precipitated. 

On  the  shore  of  the  second  world  reposed  the  Virgin 
with  her  Son,  and  gazed  down  upon  our  earth,  which, 
with  its  short  spring,  floated  below  on  the  sea  of  death, 
little,  and  deeply  sunk,  faintly  illumined  by  the  reflection 
of  a  reflection,  and  tossed  about  by  every  wave.  And  ä 
longing  for  the  old  beloved  earth  made  Mary's  gentle  soul 
tenderer,  and  she  said  with  liquid  beaming  eyes,  "0 
Son  !  my  heart  pines,  and  I  weep  for  my  beloved  human 
friends.  Draw  up  the  earth,  that  I  may  once  more  gaze 
into  the  eyes  of  my  dear  brothers  and  sisters.  Ah !  I 
shall  weep  when  I  gaze  upon  the  living  ! " 

Christ  answered,  "The  earth  is  a  dream  full  of 
dreams.  Thou  must  sleep,  that  the  dreams  may  appear 
to  thee." 

Mary  replied,  "  I  will  willingly  fall  asleep,  that  I  may 
dream  of  man." 

w  What  shall  the  dream  reveal  to  thee  ?  "  said  Christ. 
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"O,  show  me  the  love  of  man,  beloved,  when  they 
meet  after  a  painful  separation."  And  while  she  was  yet 
speaking  the  angel  of  death  stood  behind  her,  and  she 
sunk  back  with  closing  eyes  on  his  cold  breast :  and  the 
little  earth  arose  trembling,  but  it  became  smaller  and 
paler  the  nearer  it  approached. 

The  cloud-canopy  of  earth  rent  asunder,  and  the  parted 
fog  revealed  the  little  night  upon  her,  for  a  few  stars  of 
the  second  world  were  reflected  sparkling  from  a  silent 
brook.  The  children  were  all  sleeping  sweetly  upon  the 
quivering  earth,  and  they  all  smiled,  because  Mary  ap- 
peared to  them  in  their  slumbers  as  a  mother.  But  in 
this  night  there  was  one  unhappy  one.  In  her  bosom 
there  were  no  more  planets  of  sorrow,  only  sighs,  and  her 
eye  had  lost  all,  —  even  tears.  Thou  poor  one !  look  not 
to  the  west,  towards  the  house  of  mourning  covered  as 
with  a  pall ;  look  no  more  to  the  east,  on  the  churchyard 
and  on  the  charnel-house!  Only  to-day  turn  aside  thy 
swollen  eye  from  the  charnel-house  where  thy  heart  i? 
harrowed  by  the  sight  of  the  lovely  corpse,  which  lies 
exposed  to  the  night-wind,  that  it  may  awake  earlier  than 
in  the  grave  !  Yet  no,  bereaved  one  !  gaze  upon  thy  be- 
loved ere  he  decays,  and  fill  thyself  with  the  eternal  sor- 
row 'Hark!  an  echo  now  began  to  talk  in  the 

churchyard,  repeating  the  gentle  hymn  of  sorrow  from 
the  house  of  mourning. 

O,  then  was  the  heart  of  the  afflicted  woman  torn  in 
twain  by  this  subdued  after-song,  proceeding  as  it  were 
from  the  dead  ;  and  all  her  tears  flowed  afresh  through 
her  wounded  eyes,  and  she  called  out  in  her  delirium, 
"  Dost  thou  call  me,. thou  silent  one,  with  thy  cold  mouth  ? 
O  beloved !  dost  thou  speak  once  more  to  thy  forsaken 
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one?  O,  speak  —  only  for  the  last  time- — only  to-day! 
No  !  yonder  all  is  still,  —  only  the  graves  re-echo  but  the 
poor  covered  forms  lie  deaf  beneath  them,  and  the  broken 
heart  gives  no  sound ! " 

But  how  she  shuddered  when  the  hymns  of  sorrow 
ceased,  and  the  echo  from  the  graves  continued  to  speak 
alone  !  and  her  life  wavered  as  the  echo  came  nearer,  and 
one  of  the  dead  stepped  forward  out  of  the  night,  and 
stretched  forth  his  pale  hand,  and  took  hers  and  said, 
"  Why  weepest  thou,  my  beloved  ?  where  have  we  been 
so  long  ?  I  dreamed  that  I  had  lost  thee."  And  they 
had  not  lost  one  another   1 

A  tear  of  joy  fell  from  Mary's  closed  eye,  and  ere  her 
Son  had  wiped  away  the  drop,  the  earth  had  sunk  back 
with  the  happy  pair. 

All  at  once  a  spark  flew  up  from  the  earth,  and  a  flying 
soul  quivered  at  the  threshold  of  the  second  world,  as  if 
hesitating  to  go  up.  Christ  again  lifted  up  the  fallen 
sphere,  and  the  body-woof,  out  of  which  the  soul  had 
flown,  still  lay  on  the  earth,  with  all  the  scars  of  too  long 
a  life.  Near  the  fallen  leaves  of  the  spirit  stood  an  old 
man,  who  thus  addressed  the  corpse :  "  I  am  as  old  as 
thou  art ;  why  should  I  die  after  thee,  thou  faithful  good 
wife  ?  Every  morning  and  every  evening  i  shall  calcu- 
late how  deep  thy  grave  is,  —  how  much  thy  form  is 
crumbled  away  ere  mine  shall  lie  near  it.  Ah,  how  lone- 
some I  am  !  there  is  nothing  to  listen  to  me  now,  —  and 
she  hears  me  not,  —  but  to-morrow  I  will  gaze  upon  her 
faithful  hands  and  her  gray  hairs  with  a  sorrow  so  great 
that  it  shall  snap ■  my  feeble  existence  asunder  !  0  thou 
all-loving  Father !  conclude  it  rather  to-day,  without  the 
great  sorrow." 
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Why,  in  old  age,  when  a  man  is  already  so  oppressed 
and  weary,  and  on  the  last  steps  leading  to  the  grave, 
does  the  spectre  of  sorrow  lie  so  heavily  upon  him,  and 
press  down  the  head,  in  wTiich  every  year  has  left  its 
thorns,  with  a  new  horror? 

But  Christ  sent  not  the  angel  of  death  with  the  cold 
hand,  but  looked  himself  into  the  heart  of  the  forsaken  old 
man,  who  was  so  near  him,  with  such  a  smiling,  sunny 
warmth  that  the  ripe  fruit  detached  itself,  and  the  spirit 
broke  forth  like  a  flame  from  the  opened  heart,  and  met 
the  soul  of  his  beloved  hovering  over  the  second  world  ; 
and,  clasped  in  a  silent  embrace  as  of  old,  they  fluttered 
united  into  Elysium,  where  no  embrace  is  ended.  Mary 
stretched  out  her  hands  to  them  lovingly,  and,  intoxicated 
with  her  dream  and  with  joy,  she  said,  "  Happy  ones ! 
ye  now  remain  together  !  " 

A  red  column  of  vapor  now  reared  itself  over  the  poor 
earth,  and  clung  to  it,  concealing  a  loud  field  of  battle. 
At  last  the  smoke  rolled  away,  and  parted  above  two 
bleeding  men,  who  lay  in  one  another's  wounded  arms. 
They  were  two  lofty-minded  friends  who  had  sacrificed 
everything  to  each  other,  —  themselves  first,  —  but  not 
their  fatherland. 

u  Lay  thy  wound  upon  mine,  dear  friend.  Now  we 
may  again  be  reconciled.  Thou  hast  sacrificed  me  to  thy 
country,  and  I  thee ;  give  me  thy  heart  again  ere  it  bleeds 
away.  Ah,  we  can  only  die  together !  "  And  each  gave 
his  wounded  heart  to  the  other  ;  but  death  fled  from  their 
brightness,  and  the  iceberg  with  which  he  crushes  man 
melted  upon  their  warm  hearts.  The  earth  preserved 
two  men  who  rise  above  her  like  mountains,  and  give  her 
their  streams,  —  their  healing  herbs  and  lofty  views,  — 
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and  to  whom  the  low  earth  sends  nothing  in  return  but 
clouds.  Mary  nodded  in  her  dream  to  her  Son,  because 
he  alone  could  comprehend,,  support,  and  protect  such 
hearts. 

But  why  smilest  thou  all  at  once  so  blissfully,  like  a 
happy  mother,  Mary  ?  Is  it,  peradventure,  because  thy 
dear  earth,  drawn  up  ever  higher,  hovers  with  its  spring- 
flowers  over  the  shore  of  the  second  world  ?  is  it  because 
reposing  nightingales  press  their  warm  brooding  hearts 
upon  cool  meadows  ?  because  the  storm-clouds  blossom  to 
rainbows  ?  or  because  thy  never-to-be-forgotten  earth  is 
so  happy  in  her  gay  dress  of  spring,  in  the  radiance  of  her 
flowers,  in  the  joyous  carols  of  her  songsters  ? 

No !  it  is  not  for  that  only  that  thou  smilest  so  bliss- 
fully, but  it  is  because  thou  seest  a  mother  and  her  child. 
Is  it  not  a  mother,  who  now  bows  down,  spreads  open  her 
arms,  and  exclaims  with  a  voice  of  rapture,  "  My  child ! 
come  to  my  heart  again  ?  "  Is  it  not  her  child  that,  inno- 
cent in  the  noisy  temple  of  spring,  stands  near  his  good 
genius,  and  now  runs  up  to  the  smiling  form,  and  who,  so 
early  blessed,  and  drawn  to  the  warm  heart  full  of  a 
mother's  love,  yet  understands  not  her  words  ?  "  Thou 
good  child,  how  thou  delightest  me  !  Art  thou  happy  ? 
dost  thou  love  me  ?  O,  look  at  me,  thou  dear  one,  and 
smile  so  forever !  "  

Mary  was  awakened  by  the  sweet  rapture,  and  with  a 
gentle  shudder  she  fell  upon  the  neck  of  her  own  Son,  and 
exclaimed,  weeping,  "  Ah,  only  a  mother  can  love,  —  only 
a  mother ! " 

And  the  earth  sank  down  again  with  the  mother, 
who  rested  on  the  heart  of  her  child,  into  the  earthly 
ether  
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I  too  was  awakened  by  my  rapture,  but  nothing  ha  J 
disappeared  but  the  storm,  for  the  mother,  who  in  my 
dream  had  pressed  her  child  to  her  heart,  was  still  repos- 
ing on  the  earth  in  the  sweet  embrace  ;  and  she  will  read 
this  dream,  and  it  is  hoped  will  pardon  the  dreamer  for 
dreaming  the  truth. 


END  of  vol.  1. 
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